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It is related, O auspicious King, that there was a merchant of the 
merchants who had much wealth, and business ^ wio^ 
cities. Now oh a day he mounted horse an wen ^ 

recover monies in certain towns, and the heat oppressed h , 
so he sat beneath a tree and, putting his han into ^ sa 
bags, he took thence some broken bread ' an ^ le 
began to, break fast. When he had ended , 

threw away the stones with force and lo . an ^ ^ ' 

huge of stature and brandishing a drawn swor , w 
approached the merchant and said, Stan up , ‘How 
thee even as thou slowest my son 1’ Asked the mer^ant How 

have I slain thy son ?’ and he answered, en ^ 

and threwest away the stones they r^^with ' 
breast as he was walking by, so that he die o 

‘The Tale of the Trader and the Jinni’ 
from Thousand and One Nights 

Be that as it may, now it was [t^eKf^I^s^rap- 

the ocean the human face began to re heav- 

peared paved 'with innumerable faces, up ^ . surged 

ens; faL, imploring, wrathM, despamng faces that surgea 

upward by thousands, by myriads, by genera on 
DE QUINCE y. The Tains of Opium 




On ™me niehts New York is as hot as Bangkok. The whole 

?onS;»t » have moved front its place 

the equator, the bitter grey Atlantic to 

and tropical, and the people, thronging 

fellahin among the stupendous 

the lights of which, a dazing profusion, climb upward end 

lessly into the heat of the shy. j v.-,rm‘ptnv from a 

On such a night, Asa Leventha a ig e gone 

Third Avenue train. In his n^^Xouting 

past his stop. When he recognized it, e ju . black 

to the conductor, ‘Hey, hold it, ® , struggled 

door of the ancient car was already S ^ 
tvith it. forcing it back tvith his f 
through. The train fled, and 1^''“*^;, 

after it cursine and then turned and descended to the street 
atter it, curing, ^ afternoon Vvoth 

He was inltaten Island. Or, rather, 

his sister-m-law, his brother s tt^ , 

he had wasted it because of her. small trade 

phoned him at the office - he was an f^dor a smffiUrade 

magazine in lower Manhattan - and imme^ t ^ 

rible cries, she implored him to come out. 

One of the children was sick. 

‘Elena,’ he said as soon as he vnnr<;elf now and 

heard, ‘I’m busy. So 1 want you to control yourself now 

tell me: is it really serious?’ ’ 

• Come Tight away ! to prLct himself from 

hf sSri^ndXlSdnometl^g 

abili^. Then the Smel silent. He did not 

tt™rS“\rother was not listed in the 
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Staten Island directory. She was calling cither from a store or 
from a neighbour’s house. For a long time, Ixventhal had had 
very little to do with his brother and his brother’s family. Onl> 
a few weeks ago he had received a card from him postmarked 
Galveston. He was working in a shipyard. At tlic time, Leven- 
thal had said to his wife, ‘First Norfolk, now Texas. Anything 
is better than home.’ It was the old story; Max had married 
young and now he was after novelty, adventure. I’here were 
plenty of shipyards and jobs in Brooklyn and Jersey. Mean* 
while Elena was burdened with the care of the children. 

Leventhal had told her the truth. He was busy. A pile of 
unchecked proofs lay before him. He moved away the phone 
after waiting a few minutes and, maldng an impatient noise 
in his throat, picked up a piece of copy. No doubt the child 
was sick, probably seriously sick, or she wouldn’t have carried 
on so. And, since his brother was away, it was somewhat in 
the nature of a duty to go. He would go this evening. It 
couldn’t be so urgent. It was just beyond Elena's power to 
speak calmly about anything. He told himself this several 
times; nevertheless her cries continued to soimd in his ears 
together with the windy thrum of tlie long-stemmed electric 
fans and the tick of typewriters. What if it were really critical ? 
And suddenly, impulsively, meanwhile condemning himself 
for it, he got up, pulled his jacket from the back of the chair, 
went to the girl at the switchboard, and said, T’m going in to 
see Beard. Buzz him for me, will you ? ’ 

With his hands in his hind pockets, pressing against his 
chiefs desk, bending towards him slightly, Leventhal an- 
nounced quietly that he had to go out. 

Mr Beard’s face, a face enlarged by baldness, with a fierce 

bony nose and a veined forehead, took on an incredulous, 
sharp look. 

‘With an issue to get ready ? ' he said. 

‘It’s a family emergency,' said Leventhal. 

‘ Can’t it wait a few hoinrs ? ’ 

‘I wouldn’t go if I thought it could.’ 

Mr Beard made a short, unpleasant answer to this. He 
slapped his metal ruler on the pages of the type-book. ‘Use 
your own judgement, he said. ’There was nothing further to be 
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said, but Leventhal lingered beside the desk hoping for some- 
thing more. Mr Beard covered his blemished forehead with a 
trembling hand and studied an article silently. 

‘Goddamned fish I ’ said Leventhal to himself. 

A thimdershower began when he approached the outode 
door. He watched it for a while. The air was suddenly as blue 
as siphon glass. The blind side waU of the warehouse on the 
corner was streaked black, and the washed pavmg stones and 
tar seams shone in the curved street. Leventhal retume to 
the office to get his raincoat, and as he was ping down pe 
hall he heard Mr Beard saying in that nagging, prosecuting 
voice of his, ‘Walks out right in the middle of. everythmg. 
Right in a pinch. With everybody else swamped. 

Another voice which he identified as that of Mr ay, ^ e 
, business manager, answered. ‘It’s fmmy that he should just 
pick up and go. There must be something up. 

‘Takes unfair advantage,’ Mr Beard continued, me tne 
rest of his brethren. I’ve never known one who wouldnt. M- 
ways please themselves first. Why didn’t he offer to come 
later, at least ?’ 


Mr Fay said nothing. . . 

Expressionless, Leventhal put on his rainpat. His 
caught in the sleeve, and he pushed it throug j . 

walked out of the office with his rather hulking e, 
in the ante-room to draw a drink from S ^ss 
waiting for the elevator, he discovered that he ^riprgetic 

the paper cup. Crumpling it, he threw it wi an 

swing between the bars into the shaft. , , j.;, taVp 

The trip to the ferry was short, 
off his rubber coat in the subway. The air wa ’ 

face grew damp. The blades of the fan tun^ ^^vnJutions The 

gloomy yellow light that he could count 

shower was over by the time he reach^ e / 

the boat rode out of the slip over the s g ^ swe ’ 

out again. Leventhal stood in Ae open, ^ ^ 5 ^ sjow 

shoulder, the folds gathered in his han i^arbour. The 

heave about the painted and rusted hu m „gjTeaching 

rain had gone out to the horizon, a dark 

the faint marks of the shore. On the water the air was cooler. 
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but on the Staten Island side tlie great tarnished green 
were sweltering, tlic acres of cement v/idcly spattered vmh 
sunlight. The disembarWng crowd spread through them, going 
towards tlic line of buses that waited at the kerb witlt thrcsln 
ing motors, in a shimmer of fumes. 

Max lived in a large apartment building. His flat, like Leven- 
thal’s own on Irving Place, was a high v/alk-up. Children svere 
running noisily through tlic foyer; tlie Nvalls were covered 
with childish writing. A Negro janitor in a garrison cap was 
washing the stairs and looked angr>' at I,evcnthars traclis. in 
the court, the wash swung stiff and yellow in the .strong sun; 
the pulleys were creaWng. Elena had not ansNvered Lcvcnlhars 
ring. The elder of his nephews came to tlie door when he 
knocked. The boy did not know him. Of course, Lcvcnthal 
reflected, how should he ? He glanced up at tlie stranger, raising 
his arms to his eyes to screen them in the sunny, dusty, deso- 
late white corridor. Behind him the flat was dark; tlie shades 
were drawn and a lamp was burning amid the clutter of die 
dining-room table. 

‘Where’s your mother ?’ 

‘She’s in here. Who are you ?’ 

‘Your uncle,’ said Leventhal. Coming into the hall he un- 
avoidably pushed against the boy. 

His sister-in-law hurried towards him from the kitchen. Siie 
had changed; she was heavier than when he had last seen 
her. 

‘Well, Elena ?’ he said. 

‘Oh, Asa, you’re here ?’ She reached for his hand. 

‘Sure I’m here. You asked me to come, didn't you ?’ 

I tried to call you again, but they told me you v/ere gone.’ 

‘Why again?’ 

‘Phillie, take Uncle’s coat,’ said Elena. 

‘Doesn’t the bell work ?’ 

‘We disconnected it because of the baby.’ 

Leventhal dropped his raincoat into the boy’s arm and fol- 
lowed her into the dining-room where she busied herself wth 
clearing a chair for him. 

‘Oh, look at the house,’ she said. ‘I haven’t had time to clean 
up. My mmd is just miles away. It’s already three weeks that 
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I took down the curtains and I haven’t got them back yet. 
And look at me.’ She put down the clothes she had lifted from 
the chair and showed herself to him with outspread arms. Her 
black hair was in disorder, she was wearing a nightgown un- 
der her cotton dress, her feet were bare. She smiled mournfully. 
Leventhal, impassive as usual, merely nodded. He observed 
that her eyes were anxious, altogether too. bright and too 
Hquid; there was a superfluous energy in her movements, a 
suggestion of distraction or even of madness not very securely 
held in check. But he was too susceptible to such suggestions.' 
He was aware of that, and he warned himself not to be hasty. 
He looked at her again. Her face, once florid and dark, was 
softer, fuller, and more pale, a- little yellow. He was able to 
picture her as she had once been when he glanced at his 
nephew. He resembled her strongly. Only his slightly outcurv- 
ing nose belonged to the Leventhals. 

‘Now, tell me, what’s the matter, Elena ?’ 

‘Oh, Mickoy is sick, he’s terrible sick,’ said Elena. 


‘Whafshegot?’ 

‘The doctor says he doesn’t know what it is. He can’t do 
anything with him. He runs high fevers all the time. It started 
a couple of weeks ago. I give him to eat and he doesn t keep it 
down. I try everything. I don’t know what I should do with 
him. And today I got such a scare. I went into the room and 
I couldn’t hear him breathe.’ 

‘i^o, what do you mean ?’ said Leventhal. ^ i. t i, 

‘Just what I’m telling you. I couldn’t hear him breathe, she 
said with intensity. ‘He wasn’t breathing. I put my head on 
the pillow by his. I couldn’t hear a thing. I put my hand over 
his nose. I couldn’t feel anything. I got cold all over. I thought 
I was going to die myself. I ran out to call the 
couldn’t get him. I called his ofiice and everywhere. I couldnt 
find him. So then I called you. When I got back he was breath- 
ing. He was all right. Then I tried to phone you.’ _ . 

Elena’s hand was resting on her bosom; the long, pom 
fingers were dirty; beneath them her skin was white and very 

smooth. 

So that was the crisis. He might have guessed it was some- 
thing like that. 
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‘He was breathing all the time,’ he said somewhat roughly. 
‘How could he stop and start again 7’ 

‘No, no,’ she insisted. 'He wasn’t.’ 

Leventhal’s composure was not perfect; it was tinged wth 
fear. He thought, looking away from her towards a comer of the 
ceiling, ‘What superstition 1 Just like in the old country. The 
dead can come back to life, too, I suppose, and all the rest of it.’ 
‘Why didn’t you feel his heart ?’ he said to her. 

‘I should have, probably . . .’ 

‘You certainly should.’ 

‘You were busy, weren’t you ?’ 

‘Well, sure, I had work. , . 

She expressed such contrition arthis that he told himself 
to be kinder. He might as well be; he was here, the harm was 
done. He assured her that he had an afternoon coming. He 
had been with the firm six years, and if he couldn’t take a few 
hours off on a personal matter after six years, he might as well 
give up. 'He could go away every afternoon for a month with- 
out coming close to the number of hours of overtime \vithout 
pay that he had put in. After he stopped talking his mind ran 
on in the same strain. In the civil service it was different. 
There you had your sick leave and you went home with a 

headache. And you had tenure But he did not want to 

dwell on this. He got up and turned his chair, as if to change 
the subject of his thoughts by changing his position. 

‘You should raise the shades,’ he said to Elena. ‘Why do 
you keep them down ? ’ 

‘ It makes the room cooler.’ 

‘It cuts off the air. . . . And you have to keep the lamp on. 
That gives off heat,’ 

She had moved the clothing from his chair to the table, 
pushing back dishes, bread, milk cartons, magazines. He guess- 
ed that she kept the shades down for no other reason than to 
hide her slovenliness from the neighbours across the court. He 
looked at th‘e room with displeasure. And Max drifted around 
from Norfolk to Galveston to God knows where. Perhaps he 
preferred living in rooming houses and hotels. 

Elena gave Philip a dollar and sent him down for beer. She 
took the money from her dress pocket, which was fiUed with 
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change. When he had gone, Leventhal asked to see IvKckey. 

He was lying in Elena’s hot, shadowy, close room, dozing in 
the large bed that stood against the wall, the sheet pulled down 
to his waist. His short black hair seemed damp; his mouth 
was open. He was wearing a sleeveless undershirt. Leventhal 
carefully put the back of his hand to his cheek; it was burn- 
ing. In withdrawing he knocked his ring agamst the bedpost. 
The look Elena shot him startled him. He found himself' raising 
the same hand apologetically and felt his face flush. She, how- 
ever, was no longer looking at him; she was drawing the sheet 
over the child’s shoulder. Leventhal withdrew to the hall and 
waited for her. She shut the door slowly, with such care that 
it seemed to him whole minutes passed. He gazed into the 
room; it grew darker about the figure on the bed partly hidden 
from him by the bulge of the chiffonier. At last she released the 
knob and they retxnned to the dining-room. 

He sat down, depressed and gloomy. He began at once to 
argue that Mickey should be taken to a hospital. ‘Who is this 
doctor of yours?' he said. ‘What’s wrong with him that he 
lets you keep the boy at home ? The hospital is the place for 
him.' But he soon realized that Elena, not the doctor, was to 
blame. She said, with great obstinacy, that he was better off at 
home, where she could take care of him herself. She showed 
such a dread of hospitals that at last he exclaiihed, ‘Don’t be 
such a peasant, Elena!’ She was silent, though she appeared 
more distressed than offended and probably did not under- 
stand him. He was annoyed with himself for being so vehe- 
ment, but everything here oppressed him - the house, his sister- 
in-law, the sick child. How could the boy get well m such a 
place, in that room? ‘Well, for goodness sake, Elena,’ he ar- 
gued in a different tone, ‘a hospital is nothing to be afraid of.' 
She shut her eyes and shook her head; he began to shape an- 
other sentence but stopped and lay back in the mohair arm- 
chair. 

Suddenly she said brightly, almost happily, ‘Here’s Philip 
and the beer.' She rose to bring glasses. There Was a hunt for 
the bottle-opener; it was not found, and Philip pried off the 
caps pn the handle of a metal cabinet in the kitchen. Elena 
wanted to make sandwiches, but Leventhal said he was not 
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hungry. ‘Oh, it’ll be dinnertime soon. Your missis won’t like it 
if your appetite is spoiled. How is she? She’s such a pretty 
girl.’ Elena smiled warmly. She did not even know his wife’s 
name. They had met only once or twice. He hesitated to tell 
her that Mary had gone South for a few weeks to be with her 
mother. Elena would have insisted that he stay. 

To change the subject, he asked about his brother. Max had 
been in Galveston since February. He wanted the family to 
join him, but the city was so crowded it was impossible to find 
a flat. He looked for one whenever he had time to spare. 

‘Why doesn’t he come back to New York where he’s got a 
flat?’ said Leventhal. 

‘Oh, he makes good money down there; he works fifty, 
sixty hours a week. He sends me plenty.’ She did not appear to 
feel abandoned or even greatly concerned about Max’s ab- 
sence. 

Hurriedly drinking down his beer, Leventhal rose, sa)ring 
that he might still go back to the office for an hour to clear up 
some things. Elena gave him a neighbour’s phone number; he 
copied it into his book and told her to ring in a day or two if 
Mickey did not get better. At the door, he called Philip and 
gave him a quarter for a soda. The boy took it, muttering 
‘Thanks,’ but with a look that refused obligation. Probably a 
quarter did not mean much to Philip. Elena’s pocket was full 
of change; she must be free with it. Leventhal drew his finger 
along the bo/s cheek. Philip dropped his head, and, somewhat 
disappointed and dissatisfied wiffi himself, Leventhal left the 
house. 

He had to wait long for a bus, and it was dusk when he 
reached Manhattan. Too late to be useful at the office, he 
nevertheless debated at South Ferry, in the tenebrous brown 
heat, whether to return. ‘Ah, they’ll get along without me 
today,’ he finally decided. Beard would interpret his coming 
in now as an admission that he was in the wrong. Moreover, 
it might seem that he was trying to establish himself as one of 
the ‘brethren’ who was different. No, not even a hint of that, 
thought Leventhal. He would have an early dinner and go 
home. He felt dry, rather than hungry, but he must eat. He 
made an abrupt start and walked towards the train. 
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Leventhal’s figure was burly, his head large; his nose, too, 
was large. He had black hair, coarse waves of it, and his eyes 
under their intergrown brows were intensely black and of a 
size unusual in adult faces. But though childishly large they 
were not childlike in expression. They seemed to disclose an 
intelligence not greatly interested in its own powers, as if 
preferring not to be bothered by them, indifferent; and this 
indifference appeared to be extended to others. He did not 
look sullen but rather unaccommodating, impassive. Tonight, 
because of the heat, he was dishevelled, and he was even 
ordinarily not neat. His tie was pulled to the side and did not 
close v/ith^the collar; his shirt cuffs came out beyond his 
coat-sleeves and covered his thick brown wrists; his trousers 
sagged loose at the knees. 

Leventhal came originally from Hartford. He had gone 
through high school there and after that had left home. His 
father, who had owned a small dry-goods store, was a turbu- 
lent man, harsh and selfish towards his sons. Their mother had 
died in an insane asylum when Leventhal was eight and his 
brother six. At the time of her disappearance from the house, 
the elder Leventhal had answered their questions about her 
with an embittered ‘gone away’, suggestive of desertion. They 
were nearly full growm before they learned what had happened 
to her. , 

Max did not finish high school; he left in his second year. 
Leventhal graduated and then went to New York, where for 
a time he worked for an auctioneer named Harkavy, a friend 
of his Uncle Schacter. Harkavy took Leventhal under his pro- 
tection; he encomaged him to go to college at night and even 
lent him money. Leventhal took a pre-legal course, but he 
did not do well. Perhaps the consciousness that he was attempt- 
ing to do something difficult overweighed him. And the school 
itself - atmosphere, especially on blue winter nights, the 
grininess of some of the students, many of them over fifty, 
world-heaten but persistent -- that distmbed him. He could 
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not study; he had never learned how, in the room U;hind his 
father’s store. He finished the course, but without distinguish- 
ing himself, and he was not encouraged to go on to law school. 
He would have been satisfied to rcmxiin Harka\y's assistant, 
but the old man caught pneumonia and died. His son Daniel, 
then a junior at Cornell, left school to take over the business. 
Leventhal still remembered how he had come into tlic shop 
after the funeral in a bearskin coat, tall, blond, serious, saying 
emotionally to each of the clerks, 'Let’s dig in and hold the 
line!’ Leventhal, virtually the old man’s ward, was too dis- 
pirited by his death and trusted himself far too little to be of 
much use to Daniel. The shop was soon shut dov/n. Going 
back to Hartford was out of the question (his father had re- 
married), and Leventhal, beginning to drift, was in a short 
time, a few months after Harkavys death, living in a dirty 
hall bedroom on the East Side, starved and thin. For a while 
, he sold shoes on Saturdays in the basement of a department 
store. Later he found steady work as a fur dyer, and after that, 
for about a year, he clerked in a hotel for transients on lower 
Broadway. Then his turn came on a civil-service list and he 
put himself down for 'assignment anywhere in the United 
States’. He was sent to Baltimore custom house. 

The life he led in Baltimore was considerably different; it 
was not so solitary. It came to him slowly that in New York 
he had taken being alone so much for granted that he was 
scarcely aware how miserable it made him. During his first 
"winter in the custom house he was invited to join a party that 
went to the opera in Washington on Saturdays. He sat through 
five or six performances "with a kind of alien, sceptical interest. 
But he began to go out regularly. He learned to like seafood. 
He bought himself two suits and a topcoat — he who from 
October to April had sweated in a heavy camel’s-hair coat old 
Harka-vy had given him. 

At a picnic on the Chesapeake shore one Fourth of July, he 
fell in love -with a sister of one of his friends. She was a tall, 
heavy-moving, handsome girl. With his eyes, he followed her 
in the steady, fiery sparkle of the bay when she climbed to the 
dock from the excursion boat and started arm in arm "with her 
brother towards the grove and the spicy smoke of the barbecue 
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clouding in the trees. Later he saw her running in the women’s 
race, her arms close to her sides. She was among the stragglers 
‘and stopped and walked off tiie field, laughing and wiping 
her face and throat with a handkerdiief of the same matenal 
as her silk summer dress. Leventhal was standing near her 
brother. She came up to them and said, ‘Well, I used to be 
able to run when I w'as smaller.’ That, she was still not ac- 
customed -to thinking of herself as a woman, and a beautiful 
woman, made Leventhal feel very tender towards her. She was 
in his mind when he watched the contestants in the three- 
legged race hobbling over the meadow. He noticed one m 
particular, a man with red hair who struggled foi^vard, an^ 
with- his partner, as though the race were a pain and a humha- 
tion w'hich he could v/ipe out only by %vinning. W at a 
difference,’ Leventhal said to himself. VvTiat a difference m 


He ran in the egg race, he swam, he felt his spints th^ed 
out that day. He was with Mary most of the afternoon, iney 
took their sandwiches to the beach, walking half-shoe over m 
the white sand to find a place to themselves. From sundow 
when they started back, till they came into the heat of the 
sluggish harbour among the heels of tankers, and tough ^e 
yellow film spread over the water and in the air y e mi s 
and piers, they sat together on the fantail of the little Reamer. 
Her brother was waiting for her in the crowd at Ae gang- 
plank, and they said good night in the noise of the steam 


amazed him. He^felt that the harshness of his Me ^ 

. figured him, and that this disfigurement would 
to a girl like Mary and would repel her. ^ ° ^ 

sure of her, and, in fact, something tern e. found 

month after the engagement. Mary 

herself unable to break off an old attachmen o ^ . ' 

a married man. In the pain of the moment, Levanthal almost 
lost his power to speak. He looked at her - they were m a 
restaurant. Then he asked if she had gone on seeing this man 
during the engagement. She said that she had and only at that 
moment seemed to realize how serious the matter was. He 
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started to leave, and when she tried to hold him back, he 
pushed her, and she lost her footing in the booth and fell. He 
'helped her rise; her^ mouth had gone white, and she averted* 
her eyes from him. They left the restaurant together - she even 
waited while he paid the check - but outside they instantly 
separated without speaking. 

About two years later she sent him a friendly letter. He did 
not know how to reply. It stood on his dresser for more than a 
month, confronting him nightly and overriding all his other 
concerns. He was stiU deliberating when he received a second 
letter from her. In it she asked him directly to consider how 
harassed she had been ; she admitted that she had tried to end 
her infatuation by becoming engaged to him but that that 
was not the only reason; she had not chosen him indiscrimin- 


ately. Leventhal found this letter easier to answer. They began 
to correspond. At Christmas he went down to visit her, and 
they were married by a justice of the peace in Wilmington. 

He' had meanwhile moved back to New York, having left 
Baltimore a few weeks after the engagement was broken. 
Daniel Harkavy had somehow landed on a trade paper. 
Leventhal, who had been editing a book of departmental 
^ regulations, bought that he, too, could handle that kind of 
job. He got in touch with Harkavy, and Harkavy wrote back 
that he was sure he could place him on a paper if he wanted 
to come to New York. Harkavy had many connexions. Leven- 
thal packed his trunk one week end and sent it to Harkavy’s 
rooming house. He could not bear, to . stay in Baltimore; he 
was too wretched. He could not think of it later without 
flushing and wincing. A man brought up on hardships should 
have known better than to cut himself adrift. Even then he 
had realized that it was foolhardy to throw up his job and 
worse than that to put faith in Harkavy, and he told his chief 
Aat he was resigning to take another position. He was ashamed 


He found Harkavy looking a little different. He was losing 
his hair and he had grown a red moustache. There was a cer- 
tam s\vagger about him; he had taken to wearing large bow 
nes and black suede shoes. But he was essentially the same. 
He had wntten about his connexions, but he could think of. 
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only one man to call on. This v/as a middle-aged Kentuckian 
by the name of Williston, short and ruddy, -with a broad head 
across which his brown hair was brushed with a sort of back- 
woodsman’s Sunday care. He was one of those people who 
keep their regional traits after twenty years in New York. It 
was a cold fall day, and he had an electric heater beside his 
desk. He sat back in his swivel chair, occasionally raising a 
foot to w^arm it over the coils. 

No, he said, there was no vacancy in his office. An experi- 
enced man might find something even now, in bad times. An 
inexperienced one didn’t have a chance. Unless by a freak - 
his shoe shone over the burnished heater - unless he knew 
someone very influential. 

‘We don’t,’ Harkavy said. *We have no pull. And how will 
he get experience ? ’ 

He wouldn’t suggest, said Williston, that Leventhal try to 
get a job running copy with a pack of boys at six bucks a 
week. Even such jobs were scarce. He would suggest that he 
stick to his trade. Leventhal's face grew dark, more with self- 
condemnation than with resentment. He might have asked for 
a transfer instead of quitting the civil service outright and 
waited it out, no matter how long it took. He imagined that 
Williston partly divined what had happened. It stupified him, 
what he had done. But, Harkavy was saying, speaking of him- 
self, he had gotten his job by luck, without experience. Oh, 
no, Williston answered, his father’s name counted for somer 
thing in the antiques field - Harkavy worked on a paper for 
auctioneers and antique dealers. ‘Leventhal was with my father 
and me for a long time,’ Harkavy told him. And Williston lifted 
his shotilders and gazed into the face of the heater as if to say, 
Tn that case, nothing’s too good for him.’ He seemed to regret 
this when, he saw Leventhal’s pained, lowering look. Of course 
he would do what he could, he said, but he didn’t want them 
to believe that much could be done. He would phone some 
people, and meanwhile Leventhal could begin making the 
rounds. 

He began in a spirit of utter hopelessness. The smaller trade 
papers simply turned him away. The larger gave him applica- 
tions to fill out; .occasionally he spent a few minutes with a 
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personnel manager and had the opportunity to shake some- 
one’s hand. Gradually he became peculiarly aggressive and, 
avoiding the receptionists, he would make his way into an 
inner office, stop anyone who appeared to have autliority, and 
introduce himself. He was met witli astonishment, witli cold- 
ness, and with anger. He often grew angry himself. ITicy were 
frightened, he observed to Harkavy, when you got out of line, 
out of the proper channel. But the channel led out of the door. 
How could they expect you to stay in it ? He discussed it reason- 
ably enough with Harkavy, but the provocations and near- 
quarrels continued, and in the heat of these provocations he 
frequently lost sight of his real object. He might remind himself 
while shaving or when he entered the bank to drav,^ on his 


savings that he was after all defeating his own purpose, tliat 
anyone who, on an outside chance, had a job to give would not 
give it to him. But he did not change. 

This queer condition lasted for about two months. Then, 
since Harkavy was becoming increasingly difficult to live with 
(several nights a week he entertained a woman friend and 
Leventhal, turned out of the room, went to a movie or sat in a 
c^eteria), and since his money was running low, Leventhal de- 
cided to take any job at all, the next that came his way — he was 
thinking of trying his old hotel on lower Broadway - when he 
received a note from WiUiston asking him to come in. One of 
his men was sick and had to go to Arizona for the winter, and 
Leventhal could fill his place till he came back. 

So it was through Wffiiston that Leventhal got his start in 
ffie professiontHe was grateful and worked hard for him, and 
he discovered he had a knack for the job. From June until the 

^ again - that, too, was a difficult 

^nod. But now he had a season’s, experience, and he found a 
Biuke-Beard and Company. Apart from his 

satisfied. He was really 

better off than m the civil service. , 

' smd occasionally to Mary, revealing his deepest feelings, 
I was lucky. I got away with it.’ He meant that his bad start, 
his mistakes, the things that might have wrecked him, had 
somehow combined to establish him. He had almost fallen in 
with that part of humanity of which he was frequently mind-' 
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ful (he never forgot tiie hotel on lower Broadway), the part 
that did not get away with it ~ tlie lost, tlie outcast, the over- 
come, the effaced, the ruined. 


3 

Leventhal’s fathcr-in-Iaw had recently died, and his mother-in- 
law had been persuaded by the family to give up her house in 
Baltimore and to live in Charleston wdtii her son. Mary had 
gone to help her move. 

In her absence Leventhal had been eating in an Italian res- 
taurant in the .neighbourhood. It w'as in the basement of an old 
tenement. Tlie stucco walls were almost black. It had a damp, 
woody smell from the sawdust sprinkled over the plank floor. 
But it suited him ; the meals were cheap, and he generally did 
not have to wait for a table. Tonight, however, tliere was only 
one available. The waiter led him to it. It was in the comer be- 
hind a projecting wall which cut off the breeze of the fan. He 
was about to protest and opened his mouth impatiently, but 
the waiter, a dark man with thin hair curved over his perspiring 
forehead, anticipated him -with a tired and rather insincere 
shrug, indicating with a motion of his towelled arm that the 
place was filled. Leventhal tossed his hat down, moved aside 
the dishes, and leaned forward on his elbows. Near the kitchen 
step, the proprietor and his wife were fin'ishing their dinner. 
She gave Leventhal a look of recognition which he acknow- 
ledged, making a stir in his chair. The waiter brought his meal, 
an omelette in a chipped, blackened enamel dish with tomato 
sauce hardened on the rim, a salad, and some canned apricots. 
He ate, and his mood gradually improved. The coffee was sweet 
, and thick; he swallowed even the sediment and put the cup 
down with a sigh. He lit a cigar. There was no one waiting for 
the table and he, sat awhile, bent backward and puffing, clasping 
his hands on the densely growing hair on the back of hi&neck. ^ 
Frorii the tavern across the way came the slow notes of a guitar, ' 

. the lighter carried away, the deeper repeated tranquilly. 

Presently he shoved a tip rmder the saucer and went out. 
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There was stiU a redness in the sky, like the flame at ti c 
back of a vast baker’s oven; the day hung on. gaping ficniy 
over the black of the Jersey shore. The Hudson had a low lustre, 
and the sea was probably no more numbing in its cold. Lcven- 
thal imagined, than the subway under his feet was in its heat; 
the trains rushing by under the gratings and along the slanting 
brown rock walls seemed to set off charges of metal dust. He 
passed through a small park where tiie double circle of benches 
were jammed. There were lines before each drinking fountain, 
the warm water limping and jetting into the stone basins. On 
all sides of the green square, the trafhe of cars and cabs whip- 
ped endlessly, and the cumbersome buses crawled groaning, 
steering down from the tall blue oblong of light at the summit 
of the street through a bluish pallor. In the bushy, tree-grown 
corners, children played and screamed, and a revivalist band 
sang and drummed and trumpeted on one of the sidewalks. 
Leventhal did not stay long in the park. He strolled homeward. 
He thought he would mix a cold drink and lie down beside an 
open window. 

Leventhal’s apartment was spacious. In a better neighbour- 
hood, or three storeys lower, it would have rented for twice 
the amount he paid. But the staircase was narrow and stifling 
and full of turns. Though he went up slowly, he was out of 
breath when he reached the fourth floor, and his heart beat 
thickly. He rested before unlocking the door. Entering, he threw 
down his raincoat and flung himself on the tapestry-covered 
low bed in the front room. Mary had moved some of the chairs 
into the comers and covered them with sheets. She could not 
depend on him to keep the windows shut and the shades and 


curtains drawn during the day. This afternoon the cleaning wo- 
man had been in and there was a pervasive odour of soap pow- 
der. He got up and opened a window.- The curtains waved 
once and then were as motionless as before. There was a movie 
house strung -with lights across the street; on its roof a water 
tank sat heavily uneven on its timbers ; the cowls of the chim- 
neys, which rattled in the slightest stir of air, were still. 

The motor of the refrigerator began to run. The ice trays were 
empty and rattled. Wilma, the cleaning woman, had defrosted 
the machine and forgotten to refill them. He looked for a bottle 
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of beer he had noticed yesterday; it was gone. There was noth- 
ing inside except a few lemons and some milk. He drank a glass 
of milk and it refreshed him. He had already taken off his shirt 
and was sitting on the bed unlacing his shoes when there was a 
short ring of the bell. Eagerly he pulled open the door and 
shouted, ‘Who is it?’ The flat was unbearably empty. He hoped 
someone had remembered that Mary was away and had come 
to keep him company. Tliere was no response below. He called 
out again, impatiently. It was very probable that someone had 
pushed the wrong button, but he heard no other doors open- 
ing. Could it be a prank ? This was not the season for it. Nothing 
moved in the stair well, and it only added to his depression to 
discover how he longed for a visitor. He stretched ^ ^ 

bed, pulling a pillow from beneath the spread and doubling it 
up. He thought he would doze off. But a little later 
himself standing at the wndow, holding the curtains with both 
hands. He was under the impression that he had slept. It was 
only eight-thirty by the whirring electric clock on the night 

table, however. Only five minutes had passed. 

‘No, I shouldn't have gone/ he said to himself. He was sud- 
denly full of misgivings. It was a mi.stake to run ° 
office like that. If he had considered the thing sensibly, 
would have waited till evening. Five minutes more an 
would have called him again. Then why hadn t e wai ^ * 
he actually want to stand Beard up for once, was t ® 
had left the office? No, and Beard’s remark was ^^^Susttng - 
sides. It did not come as a surprise. He had ^ ^ 

that he was capable of making it. If a nian si e J ’ 
would dislike you for all the reasons he cou m ° ' 
not important, merely disgusting. All the same, e s 
have gone. He washed his face, put on his s irt, an , 

apartment. His difficulty, he reflected, was that w 
have time to consider, when pressure was put on i , 
haved like a fool. That, mainly, was what ttou e 
instance, last week at the press Dunhill, the ' r 

a ticket he didn’t want. He protested that he i ^ Marv 
shows and had no use for one ticket - this tirket He 

left. But because Dunhill had insisted, he . oug e 
gave it to one of the girls at the office. Now if only he had been 


able to say at the outset, ‘I will not buy your ticket. . . . He 
muttered, ‘Well, what do I do it for?’ frowning. One of his 
neighbours appeared, bare-chested and in tennis shor^, and 
deposited a clinking bag of bottles to be removed by the janitor. 

The Porto Rican superintendent, Mr Nunez, in a straw hat, 
his dark feet in Chinese straw slippers, was sitting on the rtoop. 
Leventhal asked him whether he had noticed anyone ringing 
his bell, and he answered that he had been on the stoop for half 
an hour and that no one had gone out in the last fifteen minutes 
or come in. ‘Maybe you heard the radio,’ he suggested. 'Some- 
times I think somebody is in the house talking to me, but it’s the 
radio somewhere.’ 

‘No, the bell rang,’ Leventhal said positively; he looked seri- 
ously at the superintendent. ‘Was it the dumb-waiter bell, you 
think?’ 

Tf somebody was fooling around the basement. I didn’t touch 
it tonight.’ 

Leventhal set out for the park. Perhaps it was a radio, though 
he did not think so. Perhaps something in the wiring, affected 
by the heat - he did not know much about electricity - or the 
dumb-waiter. What really concerned him was that perhaps his 
nerves were to blame and that he had imagined the ring just as 
he had imagined that he had slept. Since Mary’s departure his 
nerves had been unsteady. He kept the bathroom light burning 
all night. Somewhat ashamed of himself, he had yesterday 
closed the bathroom door before getting into bed, but he had 
left the light on. This was absurd, this feeling that he was 
threatened by something while he slept. And that was not all. 
He imagined that he saw mice darting along the walls. There 
actually were mice in the apartment. The building was old; 
there were bound to be some nesting under the floors. He had 
no dread of them, and yet he had begun to jerk his head around 
at the suspicion of a movement. And now he had been unable 
to fall asleep. Heat had never hitherto interfered with his sleep. 
He was sure he was imwell. 

The park was even more crowded- than before, and noisy. 
There was another revivalist band on the corner, and the 
blare of the two joined confusingly above the other sounds. 
The lamps were yellowed, covered with flies and moths. On 
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one of the paths an old man, snnternt, smetty, “P’ 
v.-as shining shoes. The fotmtain ran rath a green, ^ • 

Cniidren in their underclothing waded and rohed sp^y 

the parents looiang on. Eyes seemed A 

larger, and gazed at one longer, as though in *e da . - 

interspace of reserve had been crossed 
proach one another with a kind of recognition, 'i ou looked 

thought, at least, that you knew whom you had seen. 

some such vague thing was in Leven*ars "" 

waited his turn at the drinking 

a feeling that he was not merely looked at but )™Kh . 
he was greatly mistaken a man v/as scrutinizing > ^ 

slowly with him as the line moved. 'He seems to know m , 
thought. Or was the man merely lounging there, 
a bystander! Instantly Uventhal became rescue ' P > 
a rebuff to his nen^es, his busy imagmation. But it was n 
imagination. When he stepped forward 
lowering hiii head as it to hide a grin at the f.'^PPf 
of Leventhal’s expression. There was no hint o 
however, in his eyes - he was now very dose, they 

risive and harsh. ,r 

■mo’s this customer?' Leventhal said to 
if I ever saw one. My God, my God, kind 
One of those guys who want you to think they c 
bottom of your soul.' He tried to stare k™ towm « ^ 

realizing how insolent he was. B”' 77™- lige-framed but 
taller than Leventhal but not nearly so 71y, , 

not robust. 'If he starts something.' Levenflial thoughL 
his right arm and pull him off balance ... o, ' he's 

pull Lards my left-, thads -7 sponger side. 
getting down I’ll give him a rabbit pun 

start anything ? There’s no reason.’ . a tremor 

He was squared and resolute ; neverth was the 

in his arms, and during all of it he felt that ® nerves, 

cause of his agitation and suspicion, vnth his 
Then in astonishment he heard the stranger u 

‘ V/hat, do you know me ?’ he asked loudly. , , t Vno-tx?- 

‘Do I ? You’re Leventhal, aren’t you ? Why shou 
you ? I thought you might not recognize me, thoug . e me 


only a few times, and I suppose I look a little dilferent than I 
used to.’ 

‘Oh, Allbee, isn’t it? Allbee?’ Leventhal said slowly, witli 
gradual recognition. 

‘Kirby Allbee. So you do recognize me ?’ 

‘Well, I’ll be damned,’ said Leventhal, but he said it rather in- 
diiferently. What if it were Kirby Allbee? And he certainly 
looked changed, but what of that ? 

just then several people in the line pushed against him. It was 
his turn at the spout and, as he took a swallow of the warm 
water, he looked sideways at Allbee. The woman who had pre- 
ceded him - she was painted heavily and looked like a chorus 
girl who had slipped out of the theatre for a breath of air - was 
in Allbee s way, and while he was trying to step aside, caught in 
the circle around the spout, Leventhal walked off. 

He had never liked this Allbee, but he had never really 
thought much about him. How was it, then, that his name came 
to him so readily ? He had a poor memory for names ; still he 
saw the man and recognized him in a moment. ‘What a box, the 
mind,’ Leventhal thought with something approaching a smile. 
You d ]ust as soon expect hair to grow in your hand as some of 
the things that come out of it.’ 

‘Hey, wait!’ 


Allbee was dodging through the crowd after him. ‘What does 
he want ? Leventhal irritably asked himself. 

W ait, where are you going ? ’ 

^venthal did not answer. What business was it of his ? 

Are you going home?’ 

Yes, by and by,’ he said distantly 

hoi:- 

shouldn’t ?rm afraid I L’tgeUf 

a lookr "P brows. ‘To have 


Yes, I think you did want to, 
results.’ 


to see how I’ve made out. The 
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‘I came out to cool off a little/ He was beginning to be really- 
annoyed. ‘What makes you tiiink you’ve got anything to do 

Vrith it?’ 

‘Well, I didn’t expect this/ Allbee said. ‘Of course, I didn’t 
know what to expect. I wondered what line you were going to 
take vdth me/ He brought his lips together as if to hold back 
laughter, slightly jeering, presumptuous, and drew his hand 
down his cheek over tlie blond bristles, and all the while his 
deeply ringed eyes looked angrily into Leventhal’s. He appeared 
to be sa>dng that he knew perfectly well what he was saying and 
that it was effronter)’- and bad acting to deny it. ‘Just like a bad 
actor to accuse everyone of bad acting,’ thought Leventhal, but 
he was troubled nevertheless. What was he after ? He studied 
Allbee more closely ; until now he had not noticed how seedy he 
looked, like one of tliose men you saw sleeping off their whisky 
on Hiird Avenue, lying in the doorways or on the cellar hatches, 
dead to the cold or tlie racket or tlie straight blaze of the sun in 
their faces. He drank, too; that was certain. His voice was thick. 
He had fair hair parted in the centre over his large forehead, 
moist in the lamplight. He wore a flimsy shirt of material that 
must have been imitation silk; it opened on the chest on the 
dirty hem of an undershirt; his light cotton suit was soiled. 

‘The fact remains that you wanted to see me,’ he resumed. 

‘You’re mistaken.’ 

‘Well, you got my letter, didn’t you ? And I asked you to meet 
me here tonight . . . ?’ 

‘You \vrote me a letter ? What in the world for ? I never got 
a letter from you. I don’t understand this.’ 

'Neither do I; if you didn’t get it, this would be quite a coin- 
cidence. But,’ he went on, smiling, ‘of course you’re pretending 
you didn't get the letter/ 

‘Why should I pretend?’ said Leventhal excitedly. ‘What 
reason have I got to pretend ? I don’t know what letter you’re 
taking about. You haven’t got anything to write me for. I have- 
n’t thought about you in years, frankly, and I don’t know why 
you think I care whether you exist or not. What, are werelated ? ' 

‘By blood ? No, no . . . heavens ! ’ Allbee laughed. 

Leventhal stared into his laughing face and then began to 
walk away, whereupon Allbee thrust his arm straight before him 


29 



and held him hack. Leventhal grasped it, hut he did not jerk 
according to his plan. He felt no resistance to his grip. It was he 
rather than Allbee who was off balance, and he removed U 
hand: he appeared to scowl - in reality he was clearing to 
throi - and he said, not at all loudly, ‘What do you want? 

‘Oh, that’s more sensible.’ Allbee straightened his shoulders 
and pulled down his cuffs. ‘ I don’t want to wrestle. I’m probably 
no match for you. I wanted to talk. I didn’t think there would 
be any physical violence. That’s not how you people go about 


things. Not with violence.’ 

‘What people are you talking about ? ’ asked Leventhal. 

Allbee did not reply to this. T wanted to take up a few things 


with you, which is why I wrote,’ he said. 

‘ I tell you again, I never got a letter from you.’ 

‘So you’re sticking to that.’ Allbee smiled deprecatingly as 
though wondering why Leventhal refused every opportunity to 
get rid of this clumsy pretence. ‘Then why are you here ? You 
wanted to see but not be seen, and you’re mad because you got 


caught.’ 

‘ I’m here because^,! live down the street a way. Why don’t you 
own up instead that you wanted to catch me. God only knows 
what for and what you’ve got to say.’ 

Allbee moved his large face from side to side in denial. ‘It’s 
the other way around. You knew I was here . . . well, it’s im- 
material. As for what I have to say to you. I’ve got plenty to 
say. But you know that.’ 

‘That’s news to me, too.’ 

Allbee grinned at him with an intimation of a shared secret 
that aroused and vexed Leventhal, and sickened him. 

‘Let’s sit down,’ Allbee proposed. 

‘Damn him, he’s got me, he’s got hold of me,’ Leventhal 
thought. ‘He’s become some kind of a crank. I shouldn’t have 
gone out. I should have tried to sleep, after the day I’ve had.’ 

They found a place on a bench. 

‘I haven’t got much time. I get up early. ^Vhat do you want ?’ 

Allbee regarded him. ‘You’ve become stouter,’ he said. ‘Dark- 
er, too. How much do you weigh ? ’ 

‘About two hundred and ten.' 

‘That’s too much. It’s bad for your heart to carry so much 
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weight. Don’t you feel it in this weather ? I'll bet your heart 
takes a beating from it. You have a lot of stairs to climb.’- 
‘How do you know that ?’ 

‘Oh, I happen to know that you live on the fourth floor.' 
‘How do you know ?’ Leventhal insisted. 

‘I just happen to. Is it some kind of a secret? Isn’t anybody 
allowed to know that you live on the fourth floor ? ’ 

‘What else do you know about me ?’ 

‘You work for. the Burke-Beard people. You put out one of 
their sheets.’ 

‘Anymore?’ 

‘Your wife is away. She is . . / he glanced over as though to 
see if he was entirely right, ‘down South. W^ent a few days ago. 
These things aren’t hard to find out.’ 

‘Did you ring my bell before ?’ 

‘ Did I ring it ? No, why should I ? ’ 

Leventhal grimly looked at him in the light that came through 
the leaves. He had been, spying on him, and the mystery was 
why! Hov/ long had he been keeping watch on. him and for 
what reason - what grotesque reason ? Allbee returned his look, 
examining him as he was examined, in concentration and 
seriousness, his lower jaw slipped to one side, his glum, con- 
templative eyes filled with a green and leaden colour. And in 
the loom of these eyes and with the warmth of the man s breath 
on his face, for they were crowded together on the bench, Leven- 
thal suddenly felt that he had been singled out to be the object 
of some freakish, insane process, and for an instant he was filled 
with dread. Then he recovered and told himself there was noth- 
ing to be afraid of. The man was a crank and untating, and 
certainly it 'was creepy to think of being observed- secretly. But 
there was nothing so alarming about this Allbee. He had become 
a bum and a drunk and he seemed to have an idea or a twist 
about him, a delusion ; perhaps it was even invented. How could 
you tell about these drunks ? There must be reasons, but they 
Were beyond anybody's ability to find out — smoky, cloudy, al- 
coholic. Allbee had taken him by surprise. It was surprising. A.nd 
in his present state of mind he was, moreover, easily earned 
away by things. He felt unw'’ell, and that didn t help. He gave 
a steadying, wary pull to his shoulders. 
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Still looking at him. Allbee said, ‘It’s hard to know what 
kind of a man you are, personally/ 

'Oh, it’s me you want to talk about V 
‘Now, you see? There’s an example. You’re outspoken, but 
are you leading away from the main thing ? You arc. It’s a 
manoeuvre. I don’t know whether you're smart or crude. May- 
be you don’t even care much about the main tiling.’ 

‘What don’t I care about ?’ 

‘Ah, come on, drop it, Leventhal, drop it I You Itnow what it 
is/ 

‘I don’t/ 

There was a pause; then Allbee said with an effort at pati- 
ence, ‘Well, if that’s the way it’s got to be - I guess you want 
me to go over the whole business. I thought it wouldn’t be 
necessary, but all right. Dill's Weekly, You remember Dill's 
Weekly ? Mr Rudiger ?’ 

‘Of course I do. Sure. Rudiger. I have it written down in an 
old appointment book I’ve been hoping to run across; his name 
keeps getting away from me. Oh, Rudiger,’ he said reminis- 
cently and began to smile, but with a line of constraint about 
his mouth. 

‘So you do remember ?' 

‘Naturally.’ 

Now what about the rest of it? No, you won’t go on to the 
rest of it. You 11 make me do it. Okay, I will. It was through 
Rudiger that you got at me/ 

‘Got at you?’ said Leventhal, astonished. He turned his hot 

face to Allbee, and his scalp seemed to descend towards his 
brows. 

‘Got back at me. Got even with me,’ Allbee said with great 
stmetness. His lower lip came forward, it was dry and crack- 

the fuU swollen, all at once. His eyes were open to 

‘No, no,’ Leventhal muttered. ‘You’re mistaken. I never did.' 
Allbee passed his hand before him in a movement of denial 

M ™ mistaken about this.’ 

No ? Well, you are.’ 

Did I get you an appointment with Rudiger ? I fixed you 
up with an interview, didn’t I ?’ 



‘Yes, you did. Yes . . 

‘Then you went in and deliberately insulted Rudiger, put on 
some act with him, called him filthy names, deliberately in- 
sulted him to get me in bad. Rudiger is hot-blooded and he 
turned on me for it. You knew he would. It was calculated. It 
worked out just as you thought it would. You were clever 
as hell. He didn’t even give me a week’s notice. He turned me 
out.’ 

‘That’s all wrong. I heard you weren’t with Vill's any more. 
Harkavy told me. But it couldn’t have been my fault. I m sure 
you’re mistaken. Rudiger wouldn’t blame you for the rim-in 

we had. It was his fault, too.’ ^ 

‘Rudiger did,’ said Allbee. ‘He was plenty dear about it. He 
almost killed himself blowing his top at me. And that was 


what you wanted.’ j o .q- 

‘All I wanted was a job,’ Leventhal declared, ‘and Rudiger 

was tough arid nasty. There’s something wrong with that man. 
Hot blood isn’t the word for it. He’s vicious. I didn’t exactly 
keep my temper down. I admit that. Wdl, if that s the reason 
I may be to blame in a way, indirectly. But you say • • •' 

‘I say you’re entirely to blame, Leventhal.’ He opened his 
mouth and appeared to hold his breath an instant as he smried. 
Leventhal’s attempt to keep a clear head came to nothing, e 


felt himself slipping into confusion. 

'And why did I doit, do you say?’ i „ 

‘For revenge'. Damn ! You want to go over the whole thing 
to make sure that I’m really on. I really am on Levent a . 
Jesus, do you think I still haven’t figured it out? Give ine a 
little more credit than that; I was on a long But if 

you want me to pull it all out. I’m willing. Ill start farther 

back : . Williston’s house. There was a parly.’ 

‘Yes, that’s where we met, at Williston’s.’ ^ 

?Ah. well, you recall it. I thought you d balk all 
line and refuse to remember. Fine. Your friend ^ ° ' 

another Jewish- fellow - you mentioned his name before. 


‘Harkavy.’ , « i u 

‘That’s the one, Harkavy. We’re making headway. He laugh- 
ed aloud. ‘Well, that’s the key. A Jewish fellow. Lord, you want 
to draw the whole business out. Does it have to be drawm out ? 
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I suppose it has to. You were sore at something I said about 
Jews. Does that come back to you V 
‘No. Yes, it does. It does, too,' he corrected himself, frov/n- 
ing. ‘I also remember that you were drunk.’ 

'Wrong. I was liquored up but not drunk. Positively not. 
You Jews have funny ideas about drinking. Especially the one 
that all Gentiles are bom drunkards. You have a song about 
it - “Drunk he is, drink he must, because he is a Goy ... 
Schicker” ’ He had ceased laughing; he looked morose. 

‘Bah r Leventhal said contemptuously. He pushed at the bar 
of the bench and got to his feet. 

‘Where are you going ? ’ 

‘I had nothing to do with your losing that job. It was prob- 
ably your own fault. You must have given Rudiger a plenty 
good reason to fire you, and I can imagine what it was. I’m 
not the sort of man who carries grudges. It’s all in your mind. 
I remember all about that night at Williston’s, but you were 
drunk and I didn’t hold it against you. Besides it was a long 
time ago, and I don’t see your object in looking me up just to 
remind me of it. Good night ! ’ 

He walked away. Allbee stood up and shouted after him, 
‘You wanted to get even. You did plan it. You did it on pur- 
pose ! People turned to look at them, and Leventhal increased 
his pace. 


‘If he follows me now I’ll punch him in the jaw. I’ll knock 

him io™.’ he thought. T swear. I’ll throw him down and 
smash his nbs for him ! ’ 

°Pened the mailbox when he got home and found the 
note. It was signed ‘Sincerely, Kirhy A.’ and said that he would 

aJcSIn' Well, why such an 

as the nfhe' Ti, niade about as much sense 

hav^d!^^ e -was no stamp on the envelope; Allbee must 

rung™ had 


. of time, that Nunez, 

mg up the stairs. 




Leventhal growled, start- 



He fell asleep without difficulty and slept deeply. The alarm 
clock on the night table awoke him, and he seized it and clap- 
ped down the catch. Then he crouched down at the window — 
he was naked - and looked over the sill. Already, at half-past 
seven, the street looked deadened with heat and light. The 
clouds were heavily suspended and slow. To the south and 
east, the air was brassy, the factories were beginning to smould- 
er and faced massively, India red, brown, into the sun and 
across the hot green netting of the bridges. There was a hard 
encircling rumble of trucks and subterranean trains. Nunez was 
out in front, cleaning the sidewalk with a bucket of water an 
the stub of a broom. His wife was busy at the window boxes. 
New white strings stretched up to the lintel; she was leaning 
out, training vines on them. 

Leventhal washed and shaved. Allbee’s note was lying on e 
kitchen table. He reread it and threw it into the pail beside ffie 
sink. He was about to slam down the lid but checked himself - 

he was behaving as he would have yesterday ® 

the end of his patience - and, almost smiling at himself, set it 
in place lightly and pushed the pail towards ffie waU with his 
foot. Well, he could have been forgiven yesterday for losing 
patience or even his head. What a day I With all lie ^d 

weighing, on him already, this Allbee shows up to a is i e 

bit. He must have brooded over the affair for years, until he 
convinced himself that Rudiger had fired him because of that 
interview. Of course, it was true enough that R«<3i|er ha a 
rotten bad temper, probably was bom bad-tempered, but not 
even he would fire an employee, not for what the man hii^elf 
had done but because of someone he had recommended. How 
could he?’ Leventhal asked himself. ‘Not a good worker; 
never.’ It was absurd. Allbee must have been fired for drunken- 
ness. When could you get a drinking man to acknowledge that 
he had gotten into trouble through drinking ? Especially when 
Le was far gone ? And this Allbee was far gone. 

j^e put on the wrinkled brown summer flannels he had 



thrown over the foot of the bed last niglit, and a pair of white 
shoes. He remembered to shut the windows and draw the 
drapes. The room was darkened. He took a handkerchief from 
the dr^er and came across a statement on tax deductions for 
the year, a gloomy reminder of Mr Beard and the office. In- 
stead of keeping such things in the desk where they belonged, 
Mary had the habit of putting them under the linens. Irritated, 
he buried the paper deeper and roughly shoved the drawer shut. 
He went out with a frown. Beard would probably send for him 
and call him down, ostensibly for some mistake which he 
would dig up. Or he would delegate someone - he had done 
that before; perhaps that pinch-nosed, knob-faced little Mil- 
likan, his son-in-law. Tf he sicks him on me . . .' he thought. 
But he did not know what threat to make. And now it seemed 
to hi m that he had rested badly. His legs were tired, his head 
ached, and his eyes - he examined them in tlie long mirror in 
the pillar before the coffeeshop - were bloodshot; he looked 
drawn. He shook his head in concern. The comers of the glass 
were flaming with the blue and red of the spectrum. 

For a while he was so preoccupied with what awaited him at 
the office that he forgot about Allbee. He did not think of him 
again until he was on the subway. He was even less amused 
than before. From a sober person - that is, from a normal per- 
son, someone you would have to reckon with — such an accusa- 
tion would be no trifle. With Allbee it came out like a stunt; 
the note, the bell ringing, the acting. And not quite a stunt, for 
a stunt was done deliberately, whereas it was questionable 
whether this queer, beaten, probably suffering Allbee was in 
control of his actions. Suffering? Of course, suffering, Leven- 
thal told himself gravely: down and out, living in a mouldy 
hotel somewhere, hanging out in bars, sleeping whole days, 
picked up off the streets by the paddywagon or the ambulance, 
haunted, in his mind by wrongs or faults of his own which he 
turned into wrongs against himself; and that stirring around 
of the thoughts and feelings, that churning - everybody ex- 
perienced it, but for a man like that it must be ugly, terrible, 
those thoughts wheeling around. It was something like this 
that Leventhal was thinking of when he occasionally said that 
he had gotten away with it. But (without taking credit for it; 
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he might have fallen in another way) his character was differ- 
ent. Some men behaved as tliough they had a horre mto 
them and went through life at a gallop. Or thought they could, 

HeVad met° ^Ibcrsl^mUtacs at 

unsettled days when dW: he had not 

to give parties frequcntl) . Perhaps u y hp 

» • 1 .»/v«sr^ thev were rooTH"Tnstcs^ nc 

s(^n tlicm m several years, because y ,,, , , cVtnwn 

- H.u„ w.. 

rem^ks and by his attitude generally. s 

blonde. He wondered what had become o ^ 

him. divorced him ? He found that he 

of her. of the firmness of her face and th husband 

grey eyes. He had thought her much too J 

lounging beside her %vith a glass, ® to classify 

smiuy Hc might have ^en .she by Wdhst™ to da.ffy 

them, he eyed them so, spread out 

limbed, his face s^velling sLm^ne so 

made a comment to his wife, ’°tas”alMng“1^4 

, . f^vidpnt whom he was taiKing auouu 

*aut was uventhal resented, 

H^hTr^ that he was being stared 

% had to be admitted 

reason. Any trifle made him ,he Une of 

his hands new and his br^s depress, his fair hair 

his nose. His ey« were ''^t. «• P ^ 

was *X^trpe”edt delight him. He must 

- havl had some witty things to say about him for he sometim^ 

have had so y respond to his 

"r™ may ha" noticed.this. Leveuthd had never 
IsM him abouTit. but perhaps it did light on his conscious- 
Srfor all his traits, the Jewish especiall^became accents 
aSd He carried on, giving imitations of auctione^, m reality 
burlesquing his father. Leventhal watched, unsmiling and even 



forbidding. The laughter and the somewhat ambiguous ap- 
plause, sometimes led by Allbee, seemed to excite Harkavy, 
and he would start again, working up the bid. The Willi^ons 
laughed with the guests, though more moderately and \vith a 
trace of anxiety about Allbee. Leventhal himself, at times, 
could not help joining in. But he was annoyed. 

The incident Allbee had referred to occurred one night when 
Harkavy and a girl he had brought to the party were singing 
spirituals and old ballads. It was late, and everyone else was 
silent, rather tired. That evening Harkavy had been a little more 
restrained than usual. He sang poorly, but at least he did not 
provoke laughter and was not trying to. Nor did the girl sing 
well; she hesitated over words. It was pleasant, however. Half- 
way through a ballad Allbee interrupted; regardless of his 
denial, he was drunk. 

‘Why do you sing such songs?’ he said. ‘You can’t sing 
them.’ 

‘Why not. I’d like to know ? ’ said the girl. 

‘Oh, you, too,’ said Allbee with his one-cornered smile. ‘It 
isn’t right for you to sing them. You have to be bom to them. 
If you’re not bora to them, it’s no use trying to sing them.’ 

His wife spoke up. ‘Don’t pay any attention to him,’ she 
said. ‘You sing it very nicely.’ 

‘Aaah, yes he does,’ he said contemptuously. 

‘Why, thank you, Mrs Allbee,’ said Harkavy. ‘It’s a lovely 
song.’ 

‘Go on, Dan, go on with it,' Phoebe Williston urged him. 
And Leventhal said, ‘Sing the rest of it.’ 

‘ I’m going to,’ Harkavy replied, and began over. 

No, no, no!’ Allbee broke in again. ‘You shouldn’t sing 
those old songs. You have to be bred to them.’ 

His wife coloured and said, ‘Kirby, don’t be like that.’ , 

Oh, I dont mind, ma’am.’ Harkavy drew in his c3iin and 
crossed his arms, his round eyes glimmering. 

‘Sing, Dan,’ said Leventhal. 

‘Sing a psalm. I don’t object to your singing. Sing one of the 
psalms. I’d love to hear it. Go ahead. I would,’ said Allbee. 

‘ I don’t know any psalms.’ 

‘Then any Jewish song. Something you’ve really got feeling 
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for. Sing us the one about the mother.’ And with a drunken 
look of expectancy he bent forward, leaning on his knees, and 
pretended to prepare to listen. It was apparent to everyone 
that he was deeply pleased; he smiled at Harkavy and the 
girl, and he had a glance for Leventhal, too. His wife seemed 
quietly to dissociate herself from him. The Willistons were em- 
barrassed. Allbee was not merely an acquaintance but a friend, 
and Williston later tried to make excuses for him and explain 
away the insult. 

That was what had happened. Leventhal had naturally been 
angry, but not for long. He had shrugged it off. Did Allbee 
think something like that would make him go to such lengths 
for revenge ? He was an idiot if he did. He over-estimated the 
magnitude of the insult and his power to be insulting. Or did he 
think that on that night he had revealed something that was not 
plain before ? Then he was twice as idiotic. 'And if I were mad, 
is that what I would do ?’ thought Leventhal. ‘He gives himself 
an awful lot of credit for nothing. Who does he think he is ?' 

That he had afterwards asked Allbee for an introduction to 
Rudiger should have shown how much importance he attached 
to the incident. At that time, Williston’s man had returned 
from Arizona and Leventhal was looking for another place. 
Williston gave him a very good reference letter which made it 
easier to get interviews. However, several months went by 
before Leventhal was hired by Burke-Beard and Company, and 
during those months he was despondent and became quarrel- 
some once again, difficult, touchy, exaggerating, illogical, over- 
ly familiar. Reports of this reached Williston, who called him 
in and lectured him. Leventhal was bitter and suspicious of 
him and he offered to return the letter - foolishly, he now 
realized. But he thought that Williston regretted writing it.^ 

It was his own idea to approach Allbee about a job at Bills. 
Williston endorsed it and may have been instrumental in 
getting Allbee to introduce him to Rudiger. Or perhaps Allbee 
agreed in order to make up for his unpleasantness. Williston 
tried continually to explain it away. You had to know Allbee 
when he was sober, he said; he was intelligent and decent. 
His New England upbringing was behind his dnnking ; there 
Were ministers in his family, influences to throw off, and once 



hie threw them off he would be another man. Lcvcntlial indiffer- 
ently acknowledged that that might be so; he had no particular 
grudge against him. ‘I’ll be much obliged to him if he gets me 
that introduction. What a break if I could land a job witli an 
outfit like that.’ 

The interview at DilVs still troubled him. 

Rudiger kept him waiting for nearly an hour in the recep- 
tion room and for a few minutes more in his office. He was 
watching several tugs shouldering a huge liner up the river 
and his back was turned. But as soon as he faced about, Leven- 
thal knew at once that he had nothing to hope for; he saw 
even before Rudiger uttered his first word that he did not 
want him. He was a short man, broad featured and red; his 
hair was intensely red. He had a moustache of short golden 
hairs overspread by a powerful nose with the cartilages widely 
separated at the tip. He spoke energetically, peremptorily, 
in a husky tone. At the outset Leventlial thought, ‘I’ve 
hit him at a bad time.’ Later he could not decide whether he 

unusual mood of great stress and 

whether Rudiger had only treated him as he 

wirwL who 

aftpmnn Harkavy about it that same 

^ 1 — 

™ desk. He 

vriSow ™°n>entarily a swing back to the 

else.’ vacancies here. We’re filled. Go somewhere 

opening'hele!'‘fdito't^o^’ ’ Sto’t kT A hh”’®'’' ^ “ 
I wanted?’ ^^™t Mr Allbee say what 

floor tffte^MBuiffln/^’’""- ™ 

black. tarn^Mlpfet^aptaLd^r;^^^^^ 

■Whaf s yonr experience ?’ he saii below. 

Leventhal told him. 

^ Jo, never mind that stnfl. What newspapers have you been 
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‘No papers; Leventhal said rather nervously. 

Rudiger burst out, inflamed, ‘Then what m the name o 
are you taking up my time for ? What are you, domg here ? ^t 
out. By Jesus, you come pestering around here when 1 m busy 

without a goddam thing to offer.’ rtot to 

‘I’m sorry to bother you.’ Leventhal spoke stffly, 
reveal his alarm. 

‘This is a news magazine. If you have no news 
you’ve got no business here. Do you think we run a vocational 

school?’ , 

‘I thought I could do the work. I’ve rea ^ 

and I thought I could.’ He laboured at the words, stallmg, 

bent his head. 

‘Oh, did you ? Did you ? ’ „ TninH 

‘Yes . . .’ He was beginning to recover h,s pr^ence of nmd. 

‘I didn’t know my experience wasnt the right 

I have a letter from Mr Williston. He says he kn y • 

Leventhal reached into his pocket. 

But Rudiger exclaimed, ‘1 don’t ^nt to se«^ 

‘Well, Mr Williston said he didnt see wny 
able to handle a job here . . .' 

‘Nobody asked him. I don’t care ^ ^ e sa ^ respect his 
‘I think he knows what hes talking 

opinion. , • ec Wpver mind about WiUiston. I 

‘I know my own busmess. N ^ 

ought to know what I need leventhal said stolidly, 

’You probably know yom . you don’t. 

evenly, hunching his o^r magazine. I’ve read 

But there;s in his mouth and, without ask- 

It. as I said. He put a cigareu matches on 

tag Rudiger’s threw it into a tray. Angry 

his desk, tore out one, ’ j a surface of dry, uncaring 

and tense, * Ae English can write for it. If you 

calm, ° ^ thought he couldn’t make the grade, 

LTwTom bustaessl 'ot better. That’s a prejudice, 

Mr Rudiger, about new^aperexpemnce^^^ 

Rudiger shouted. Oh is lU 
not invulnerable, and by now a bpcii 


ZT 



atmosphere of infliction and injury from whidi neither could 
withdraw. 

‘Sure it is/ said Leventhal rather easily. ‘It’s a guild. Any 
outsider hasn’t got a chance. But as a matter of fact you ought 
to think of your paper first and hire people because they can 
do the work. It wouldn’t hurt.’ 

‘You think you could improve the paper ? ’ 

Leventhal rephed that not his only but any fresh point of 
view wouldn’t hurt. His confidence was enormous, so radically 
unusual that, despite his calm, it was like a seizure or posses- 
sion, and he said things which his memory, limited by what 
was habitual, could not retain. So he did not know now exactly 
what followed. He recalled something like, ‘Well, you buy an 
article in the grocery and you know what you’re getting when 
you buy a standard brand. You open up the can and the pro- 
duct is inside. You’re not disappointed and you’re not over- 
joyed. It’s standard.’ He shrank from the recollection as from 
a moment of insanity and he flushed roughly; he surmised 
that he might be making it worse than it had been, but even 
one tenth of the reality was calamitous. 

Then, glaring at him crazily, Rudiger said, ‘What did you 
want to be here for if it’s so bad I ’ 

And he answered, ‘I need a job, it so happens.’ 

The air between them must have shaken, it was so charged 
with insult and rage. Under no circumstances could he imagine 
doing now what he had done then. But he had determined not 
to let his nose be pulled. That was what he told himself. ‘He 
thinks everybody who comes to him will let his nose be 
pulled.’ 

Too many people looking for work were ready to allow any- 
thing. The habit of agreement was strong, terribly strong. Say 
anything you like to them, call tliem fools and they smiled, 
tmn their beliefs inside out and they smiled, despise them and 

ey might grow red, but they went on smiling because they 
could not let themselves disagree. And that was what Rudiger 
was used to. 

‘Get out !’ Rudiger cried. His face was aflame. He rose with 
a thrust of his stocky arm while Leventhal, evincing neither 
anger nor satisfaction, though he felt both, rose, smoothed the 
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groove of his green velours hat, and said, ‘I pess you can't 
take it when people stand up to you, Mr Rudiger. 

‘Out, out, out I’ Rudiger repeated, pushing over his desk 
with both arms. ‘Out, you case, you nut, you belong in the 
asylum 1 Out i You ought to be committed ! ’ 

And Leventhal, sauntering towards the door, turned and 
retorted, made a remark about two-bit big shots and empty 
wagons. He didn’t believe he had said more than that - not- 
wthstanding Allbee’s charge that he s\vore. He had said 
something about empty wagons being noisy. His pr^ent morti- 
fication would not be greater if he had sworn. He did rememb^, 
and very clearly, too, that he was elated. He congratulated 

himself. Rudiger had not pulled his nose. 

-He went at once to see Harkavy and, over a cup 
in a comer caleteria, toid him the whole story. It delighted 

Ixiin. 

"^ou said that to Rudiger? Oh, golly, that must have been 
something. Really something, -Asa my boy. e s a 
man. I’ve heard stories about him. A regular u . 

‘Yes. Well, you’ve got to remember • ' 

thal’s spirits dropped suddenly. ‘Someone i e 
trouble for me. He can have me black-listed. Yo g 

realize . . . Eh, can he ?’ 

‘Never, Asa,’ Harkavy said. 

■You don’t think so?’ Harkavy looked at him 

’Never. Who do you think he is? Harnavy 

severely with his round, clear eyes. 

fthing he can do to you. Whatever you do, 
don? "t Seas Ife Lt into yom head. He can’t per^cme 

you. Now be careful. You have that “ ' he* can’t do 

know that ? He got what was coming o i 

anything. Maybe that how it goes; 

up to it, wanted to play a dirty m ^ 

“There’s a fellow bothermg me. 

the works when he comes around.” So h/ “ 

fouled his own nest. You follow me, oy . . , , ^ 

nest. So now he realizes it was his own fault and he had 

coming. How do you know it wasn't rimmed 
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‘You really think they did? 'I don’t^know. And I didnt 

bother that Allbee. I only asked him once.' 

‘Maybe he didn’t put him up to it. But he might havc.^ It s 
a possibility. Something like that happened to another friend 
of mine - Fabin. You know him. Tliey gave him the worlcs, 
and it was a, put-up job. Only he didn’t talk back the way 
you did. He just let them fling it at him. No, you did right and 
you haven’t got a thing to worry about.’ 

Nevertheless, Leventhal was not reassured. And on after- 
thought he had misgivings about Harkavy’s reference to per- 
skution. Harkavy used such words whether they fitted or 
not. Rudiger’s anger was not imaginary, and he was a man 
to fear. There were black lists; that was well known. Of 
course, he had not actually worked for Rudiger and Rudiger 
could not black-list him as a former employee. In the nature 
of it, it must be a secret process, passing through many con- 
nexions, private and professional. After all, Rudiger was 
influential, powerful. And who knew how these things were 
done, through what channels? It was downright silly of 
Harkavy to speak of imaginary persecution. 

Leventhal suspected, in the days that followed, that the 
black list was real enough, for firm after firm turned him 
down. It was only when he found his present job' that his 
suspicions faded and he ceased to fear Rudiger. 

Beard did not send for him; Leventhal’s apprehensions 
were unfounded. The old man, when they met in the lavatory 
in the afternoon, was not affable, but he was not so disagree- 
able as Leventhal had anticipated. He even asked about the 
family troubles. It was Leventhal himself that was distant. 

‘ Was it as urgent as you thought ? ’ said Beard. 

Oh, absolutely, Leventhal replied. ‘And my brother is away. 
I have to look out for his family.’ 

‘Yes, I see. Naturally. Your brother is a family man, is he?’ 

‘He has two children. He’s married to an Italian woman.’ 

Mr Beard said with a look of mild inquiry, ‘Oh, a mixed 
marriage.’ 

Leventhal nodded slightly. Mr Beard shook his dripping 
hands and dried them on the towel he carried over his shoul- 
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der. He did not use the paper towels in the tin box. In wor^ 
hardly above a whisper, he made some comment about ^e 
heat, wiped his wan forehead, ^d went out, tighteimg his 
belt, pulling down his white vest, a round-shouldered figure 
with bald head and large elbows. The old^ man s imlctoess 
made him feel easier. They had met the deadfine wi out 
It hadn’t been so catastrophic; Fay and Millikan stayed an 
hour overtime. He would have done the same m a 
emergency. Had done it. And what if he himse a een 
sick? A man wasn’t made of metal parts. Damn hm, o 
Beard might have let him off a Httle more pleasantly. It ^a - 
fied Leventhal, however, to have made ^at remark a ou 

Hena. Mixed marriage ! It had come out , V . 

wondered how to hint to the old man that he had heard him 
yesterday, or that he was under no illusions, at any ra e. 

wanted him to know. ^ 

On the way to his desk he met MiUikan nervous n^ow- 

faced, sallow, with his scrap of moustache, e 

too, and approached, signalling with it. How P 

father-in-law 1 , i 

‘Telephone, Leventhal. Miss Ashmun’s been looking f y 

Some party on your line.’ . .jjorxixr Hp 

■Who?’ LevLthal was filled with anxiety, suddenly. He 

Went rapidly to his desk. 

‘ Asa ? ’ It was Elena. , 

•Yes, whats the matter 7 Anything wrong , 

■The baby is worse. Mickey . . .’ he heard her say. Her voice 

shot up and she became incoherent. Ax/v.ar’*; haiv 

•Slower, slower Elena, please. I can’t 
pening over there ?’ He guessed, his heart sintong. ^ _ 

was growing worse. ‘Now tell me slowly what s the matter. 

‘I want to get a specialist.’ • 

‘Why don’t you send the boy to the hospit 
‘I want a specialist to come to the house. 

‘What does your doctor say ?’ Txrhtit- pnnd 

‘He didn’t Lme today- Let him ^ay 
^oes he do him anyway ? He doesn t do any g • 
come even when he knows Mickey is so sic . 
bear me ? I want a big man.’ 
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. ill riAt But it you took my advice about the hospital , . / 

lT«t”Nol m no. nof He attempted to interrupt 
K waf op^ator. depositing the “in widi a me^anical 
whirr, who put a stop to it. Elena, in tear, shneked. As 1 

‘Here We haven’t been cut off yet. I m still on in ^ 
LisSn i'll get another doctor and he out myself after work. 
-AiedaL ... 1 don'twant anybody else.' 

Twice the operator demanded another com. ^ut p 
Leventhal at last said, exasperated. ‘Can’t you ^ 

second’ But he was already talking on a dead line. He bange 
SsuLent and plted it aside with his elbow. M^s Ashman 
seemed astonished. He gazed at her gloomily and 
picked up the phone again. He called the Harkavys. Har a^ 
sister Julia had a child and should be able to recommend a 
good doctor. Harkavy’s mother answered the phone. She was 
extremely fond of Leventhal and spoke to him cordially, as - 
ing about his wife. ‘But I guess it’s Dan’l you want to talk to. 
“Dan’l 1 ” ’ she called. ‘He’s home today.’ 

Leventhal at once explained it was Julia he wanted; Mter- 
ward he regretted that he had not taken the opportunity to 
ask Harkavy about Kirby Allbee. But what a time it was to 
have thought of him I 


5 

After a hurried supper of a sandwich and a bottle of soda 
at a stand near the ferry, Leventhal crossed to Staten Island. 
He walked onto the deck with his hands in the pockets of his 
fully buttoned, wrinkled jacket. His white shoes were soiled. 
Posted beside a life ring, his dark forehead shining faintly 
under his ill-combed, thick hair, he gazed out on the water 
with an appearance of composure; he did not look’ as bur- 
dened as he felt. The formless, working, yellowish-green 
water was dull, the gulls steered back and forth, the boat 
crept forward into the glare. A barge was spraying orange 
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paint over the hull of a freighter, which pointed high, hftmg 

its how out of the slow, thick cloud. Surely the sun was no 

hotter in any Singapore or Surabaya, or on the c^ns, pla , 

and rails of ships anchored there. A tanker, seabo^d went 

across the ferry’s course, and Leventhal stared 

taring the engine room; it was terrible, he imagined, on a 

day like this, the men nearly naked m the sh^ alley as 

huge thing rolled in a s^veat of oil, the engin^ .f 

turn must be like a repeated strain on the hearts and nbs 

the wipers, there near the keel, beneath the wa _ 

towers on the shore rose up in huge 

grey, and bare white where the sun was e ^P 

The notion brushed Leventhal’s mind that the ig o 

and over the water was akin to the yellow revea e 

of the eye of a wild animal, say a lion, f ^ 

that didn’t care about anything human and ye 

in every human being too, one speck of ° exhausting 

of him that responded to tosh things, aU 

as these were, or even to freezing, salty tm g , and 

things difficult to stand. The Jersey shore, ye ° 

flat, appeared on the right. The ° jTwas black, 

travelled backwards again; m the trembling , 
a twist of black that stood up Uke s-k" 
waterlogged, foundering crates washed DacK m 

The specialist was coming. But Mth 

on Elena. Contagious cases were h p 
authorities were called in. But the he knew 

given up the struggle with Elena, P prepared him- 
the law. With unconscious grimness, 

self to struggle with her. ^ ^^peS of toerfering. 

specialists in the world were futile. Th p made him 

rushing to rescue the boy, was what could 

feel, more than ever, that he was an ^ 

you do with Elena? To begin with, ortaa^ 

have kept the child from falling ack, an 1 8 jtocation 

had seen ... well, her fear of the hospitd wa”n^^^^^ 

of her fitness to bring np children. ° j ^ ^ 5 ],ort- 

that she loved them and that her love made up tor ne 



- not to look too closely at those shortcomings. Love, 
bH; meanf But because the mother and the child were fed 
tog^er in that way, il the child died through her ignorance, 
wL she still a good mother ? Should someone else - he thought , 
of it seriously - have the right to take the chdd away ? Or 
should the fate of the two of them he considered one ^d tt^e 
same, and the child’s death said to be the mother’s affair only 
because she would suffer most by its death? In that case 
child was not regarded as a person, and was that fair ? W » 
that was the meaning of helplessness; that was what they 
meant when they said it. Now with that in mind you co^d 
understand why little children sometimes cried the way they 
did. It was as if it were in them to know. Unfair, thought 
Leventhal, not to say tragic. 

He began to consider his own unfortunate mother whose 
large features and black hair he could summon up very faintly. 
Invariably he saw her wearing an abstracted look, but he was 
not in fact sure that her look was abstracted. Perhaps he at- 
tributed it to her. And when he examined his idea of her 
more closely he realized that what he really meant by abstrac- 
ted was mad-looking; a familiar face and yet without any- 
thing in it directed towards him. He dreaded it; he dreaded 
the manifestation of anything resembling it in himself. A 
period of coolness towards Harkavy had followed the latter’s 
remark about persecution. Knowing his history, how could 
Harkavy say that to him? But eventually he satisfied himself 
that Harkavy was merely thoughtless and didn’t sufficiently 
understand what he was saying. Until he spoke, he himself 
didn’t know what was coming. So he had forgiven Harkavy, 
but he was left more conscious of his susceptibility to remarks 
of that land. He was afraid the truth about him was so ap- 
parent that even Harkavy might see it. 

He had spoken of his fears to Mary late one night in bed. 
She laughed at him. Why did he accept his father’s explana- 
tion of his mother’s illness? And he had never really learned 
the facts about it, it was true. He had only his father's word 
for it that she died insane. Many of the things that terrified 
fK^oplc lost their horror when a doctor explained them. Years 
ago cvcr>'-onc spoV.e of brain fever; now it was known that 
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there was no such sickness. ‘For my own peace of mind/ 
Mary said, 'I would try to find out what she had.’ But, although 
Leventhal then promised that he would go into the matter 
soon, make a real inquiry, so far he had done notog about it. 
As for his fears, he was too ready, Mary told him, to beheve 
anything and everything about himself. ‘Thafs because you re 
not sure of yourself. If you were a little more sme you 
wouldn’t let yourself be bothered,’ she said with all n^s 

of her own confident strength. And she was pro ^ ^ ^ 
But, my God, how could anyone say that he w^ sure? How 
could he know all that he needed to know in or er to ^ * 
It wasn’t right. Leventhal felt the presumption 
however, blaming Mary; he knew she expressed truthfully 

what she felt. 

‘The only proof there is of anything wrong wthy 
mother is that she married that father of yours, 
ended. This remark brought tears into Leven&al s y 
sat in the dark, cross-legged, bending away from the p^ow 
at his back. Nevertheless Mary’s words were beneto 

the whole. Till he had better evidence, his fe^s we 

of hypochondria. The word was helpM; ^ up 

amusing aspect. Still the fact remained 

his mother’s face at some moment it was for a 

He gazed down at the dented deck brass. ^ 
he preferred to be cautious about Elena an ass | 

nerves were overworked. She gave ^ , -d j. -y^hen 

what any parent with a sick child was fiab e o ^ ^ 

he allowed himself to go further, to think of m ^ 

worked nerves and Italian emotions, he saw the p 

^een her and his mother ^^eTst was not so 

himself and Max and the two children. ^ 

important. But it gave him a clearer view o 

Women to consider that they were perhaps a i • -yyhen 

„ , , . extraordinary wiicu 



uiotUiL>CU. y^llC lio-U. 

mg -whatever the right word for it was. ocr^mdinely in 

The %vinches began to rattle, a gate droppe ^ , yellow 

gteen wooden cove of the slip. The water turned >elio 
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and white under the hows like a stale city snow. The boat 
started back and then, with shut engines, glided in, bumping 
the weedy timbers. On the long hill beyond the arches of the 
sheds,' the house fronts were suddenly present, and Leventhal, 
moving ashore in the crowd, heard the buses throbbing before 
the station. 

Philip again let him in. Recognizing his uncle he stood aside 
for him. 

‘Where’s Elena? Is she here?’ Leventhal said, striding into 
the dining-room. ‘How’s the boy ?’ 

‘He’s sleeping. Ma’s downstairs using Villani’s telephone. 
She said she’d be up right away.’ He turned to the kitchen, 
explaining from the doorway, ‘I was eating supper.' 

‘Go ahead, finish,’ said Leventhal. He walked restlessly 
round the room. Mickey was asleep; the second alarm seemed 
to be like the first. Touching the hall door, he debated whether 
to go into the child’s room alone. No, it would be \viser not 
to ; there was no telling how Elena would take it. 

It was shortly before sundown, and there were lights in the 
flats giving on the airshaft where the walls, for a short distance 
below the black comice, were reddened by the sky. Leventhal 
went into the kitchen where Philip sat beside the table on a 
high stepstool. He had a bowl of dry cereal before him and 
he pomred milk over it, digging up the flap of the milk carton 
with his thumbnail; he peeled and sliced a banana, sprinkled 
sugar over it, and flipped the skin into the sink with its pans 
and dishes. The paper frills along the shelves of the cupboard 
crackled in the cmrent of the fan. It ran on the cabinet, sooty, 
with insect-like swiftness and a thrumming of its soft rubber 
blades; it suggested a fly hovering below the tarnish and heat 
of the ceiling and beside the scaling, many-jointed, curved pipes 
on which Elena hung rags to dry. The boy’s knees were level 
with the tabletop, and he bent almost double as he ate, spread- 
ing his legs. Leventhal reflected that he had taken the stool in- 
stead of a chair because he felt the need to do something 
extreme in his presence. ‘I used to do stunts, too, when there 

was a visitor,’ he reminded himself. ‘And that is what I am 
here, a visitor.' 

‘Is this your whole supper ?’ he asked. 

So 



■When it’s hot like this, I never eat a lot.’ The boy had a 

rather precise way of speaking. » 

•You ought to have bread and butter, and so on, and greens, 

said Leventhal. 

Philip interrupted his eating to look at his uncle bnefly 
•We don’t cook much during the heat wave, said He set 
his feet on a higher rung and bent even l°yer. is 
been newly cut, roughly clipped on top an s ave 
the back of his neck to a line above his large but dehcately 

white ears. 

‘What kind of barber do you have?’ 

Philip looked up again. ’Oh. Jack McCaul 
We all go to him; Dad too, when hes home. I 
cut it this way. I asked for a summer haircut. 

‘They ought to take away the ? _„^j.shft\is 

one like that.’ He said this too forcefu y an 
intended joke, and he paused and made an eff 

^‘0h° McCaul’s all right,’ said Philip- go 

I was waiting for the kid to before she had 

gether. But Ma said I should go is all right 

to buy me a fiddle to go with my ^his hancut is 

for the weather. Last summer I got a baldie 

■Well, it’s really okay.’ 
trated ■with sjmipathy for him.^ A 

bethought. ‘But how they treat him. , his creased 

He sat down by the window haft’s' black 

jacket, and glanced at the sky to ^ brushing 

square. In one of the other flats, a g pushed its 

a dog that yawned and Med to i through the room, 

nuzzle down. A woman in a cnem window gave 

hack and forth from kitchen to a . were awake now 

on the shaft; it was on Me comer, 

he might be able to see his brother an , Leventhal was 

‘The doctor’s going was in such a hurry for 

suddenly impatient. ‘I though 

; ^in to come. What’s keeping her. ' 

i ‘I’ll go and see.’ Philip ^ ^ pp 

1 ‘Don’t leave your supper. 



her.’ But Philip was already in the corridor. Lcventhal, how- 
ever, instead of footsteps, heard voices tlirough the open doors. 
Had he met Elena coming up the stairs ? The light went on in 
the dining-room, under the green glass panes of the shade, and 
Leventhal had a glimpse of a woman in a black dress moving 
beside the table. 

‘Boy ?’ he called out. ‘Say, Phil 2’ 

‘Here. Come on in.’ 

‘Who is it?’ he inquired in a low voice. He tried to see 
beyond the lamp to the other end of the room. 

‘My grandmother.’ 

‘The old woman?’ said Leventhal in surprise. He had heard 
something about her from Max but had never seen her. He 
started from the doorway and, looking confused, went towards 
her around the dining-room table, changing his direction when 
she turned and sat down in the mohair armchair. 

‘This is Dad’s brother,’ Philip said to her, Leventlial was 
conscious of prolonging his nod almost into a bow ; he wanted 
to be prepossessing. The old lady gave him only a brief sharp 
glance. Taller than Elena, she was gaunt and straight-backed, 
and the carriage of her head was tense. She wore large gol^ 
earrings. The hair came out short and white at her temples; 
towards the back of her head it was black and tightly knotted. 
Her dress also was black, a black silk, and despite the heat 
she wore a shawl on her shoulders. 

Since she remained silent, Leventhal stood undecided; it 
seemed inadvisable to say more; to sit down without being 
answered would embarrass him. But, also, it might be im- 
po ite to return to the kitchen. Maybe he misunderstood her 
taciturnity However, she seemed to avert her head from him, 
struggle with an angry urge to compel her to 
ace m. Nevertheless she had not spoken, and he could not 
he sure. It was possible that he was mistaken. 

^ another,’ he said 

Philip somewhat impatiently. And when Philip started to 
leave, he said hastily, ‘I’ll go with you.’ He had decided that 
the grandmother’s look was unfriendly, though in the dusty 
^een-tonged light that came through the lampshade it was 
difficult to get a definite impression. But he felt her antago- 
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nism. In a shambling gait - the heat made him heavy ^ he 
followed PhOip down several turns of the stairs to the neigh- 
bour’s flat. Philip knocked, and in a few seconds Elena came 

hurrying out to them, eager and fearful. 

‘Oh, Asa, you,’ she said. ‘And the specialist? Did you bnng 

him?’ , 

‘He said between seven and eight. He ought to be here soon. 

The neighbour, Mr Villani, smoking a twisted stogie, ap- 
peared in the hallway and cried out to her, ‘You let ^ 
right away what he says about the boy up there. He 
at Leventhal, perfealy unconstrained in his curiosity. How 

do ?’ he said to him. 

‘This is my husband’s brother,’ said Elena. 

‘Yes, sure,' said Villani taking the cigar out of his mouth. 
Leventhal impassively looked back at him, his eyes^ so e 
and uncommunicative, only a little formal y \ . 

drop of sweat ran down his cheek. Villani, one an _ 
pocket, spread his trousers wide. ‘You look 'e 
thal, all right,’ he said. He turned to Elena. ' 

doctor tells you, you do it, missis, you h^ • 
pun that boy through, so don’t worry. 
only got summer fever,’ he said to Leventhal ^ 

My kids had it. But this missis is the worrymg kmm 

•It’s plenty serious,’ said Elena. She to 

thal, watching her closely and paying pa ct 
the expression of her eyes, felt a pang 

attheir sudden widening. Wait a 

■Ah, ah, how do you know? Are you a doctor? Wait 

while.’ ■ , , V 

‘The man is right, I think, Elena,’ sal^dLeven _ ^ 

-Sure I am. You got to have co^'^^ce^^.t he flung 
unpassioned, sharp sound caught m ‘What's the 

his arm out in a short, stiff, e ^ right.' The 

matter ! Sure i You listen to me. That boy 

cigar glowed in his fingers. . 

‘She'll have confidence,’ floor Elena stopped 

They started upstairs. On f , did you 

and with an excited escape of breath, 
tell me - Grandma’s here ? ’ 
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‘Oh my I’ She turned with anxious abruptness to Leventhal. 
‘What did she say to you, anything ? ’ 

‘Not a single word; 

‘Oh, Asa, if she does ... Oh, I hope to God she doesn t. Let 
her say what she wants. Just let it pass. 

‘ Oh, sure,’ he said. 

‘She’s a very peculiar type of person, ray mother. She acted 
terrible when Max and I got married. She wanted to throw me 
out of the house because I was going with him. I couldn’t 
bring him in. I had to meet him outside.’ 

‘Max mentioned once or twice . . .’ 

‘She’s an awfully strict Catholic. She said if I married 
anybody but a Catholic she wouldn’t have any more to do 
with me. She would curse me. So when I left the house she 
did. I didn’t even see her until PhiUie was bom. I still don’t 
see her much, but since Mickey is sick she’s here pretty often. 
If Max is home she won’t even come in. She’s very supersti- 
tious, my mother. She has all the old-country ways. She thinks 
she’s still in Sicily.’ Elena spoke in a near-whisper, covering the 
side of her face with her hand. 

‘Don’t worry. I’ll know how to take her.’ 

‘She just is that way,’ Elena explained, smiling helplessly. 

‘You can stop worrying.’ 

The old woman met them in the hallway and she began 
immediately to speak to her daughter, her eyes occasionally 
moving to Leventhal’s face. Her voice had what to him was 
a characteristic Italian hoarseness. Her long head was drawn 
back rigidly on her black shoulders. He observed how she 
turned down her underlip, exposing her teeth as she lingered 
on a syllable. Elena, dejected, shook her head and answered 
in short phrases. Leventhal tried to seize a word here and 
there. He understood nothing. Suddenly Elena interrupted 
her mother, caymg out, ‘Where? Why didn’t you say so right 
away. Mamma? Where is he? The man is here!’ she ex- 
claimed to Leventhal. ‘The specialist!’ She ran in. Leventhal, 
walking behind the grandmother in the hall leading to the 
bedroom, contorted his face in an unusual release of feeling. 
Ugly old witch! To make her daughter wait and listen to 
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her complaints before 
‘Parents!’ he muttered. Oh, yes, p 

He was tempted to jostle her. doctor had pulled up 

They entered the feS. T^e child seemed 

Mickey’s shirt and was submitted to the examma- 

scarcely awake; he was u a ^ mother, 

tion, listless witli the fever, i lu Philip leaned on the 

identifying rather than appealing to her. Pm P 

bedpost to see him. _ ^ caid 

■ Phil, don't shake, stay off It, E shoulder. He was a 

The doctor turned a thin, gold-rimmed 

young man wth a long. pressed the stethoscope 

lenses over his close-set eyes- looked steadily at Leven- 

on the child's chest and shoulder^ he j_^^,„thal 

thal, evidently taking him o ^le grasped the fact 

was bothered by this error. > ^ illness was serious, 

that the doctor was trying o the counterp^e. 

Unobserved by Elena, who w understood. The 

he gave him a gloomy no jj^gtrument fall around his nec 
doctor let the earpieces of th the yellow- 

and felt the boy’s arms the window, the ferns ^d 

ish, stiff web over the holes and gaps. 

the immense moths were entered the room. The boy 

air and the noises o ^..medover. 

was raised and Ufa P '"“"T '“try few hours,' said the doctor. 
'You should sponge ^ . 53, d Elena. 

•Ididitthisafternoon.Ill ^ and 

She had been whiapen g She seemed to feel 

now she spoke up eage^’ r. 'I trust him so much 

there was nothing “ fear It Leventhal's hani 

she said to heven^. ^,gi„„big to feel ffl from to 

were damp and *ih; ^ped his face, passing the 

sudden hrisdes on his cheek and leawng a piece 

handkerchief ove interpreted to doctor s 

o{ lint on them- correctly. Elena's hopefulness stunned 

silent communica^^^ children, 

him. He ts passed before it came to him that this 

and a ^'1 ,1 belonged to his brother. At once he was 

burden ar 



furioiis with Max for being away. He had no right to go in 
the first place. Leventhal felt for his wallet; he had pu 
card in it. He would wire him tonight. Or no, a night letter 
was better, he could put more into it. He began to form the 
message in his mind. ‘Dear Max, if you can tear yourself away 
from what you’re doing ... if you can manage to get away 
for a while . . .' He would not spare him. The harsher the 
better. Just look at what he left behind him: this house, a 
tenement; Elena, who might herself need taking care of; the 
children they had brought into the world. Leventhal returned 
to the composition of the night letter. 'You are needed here. 
Imperative.’ That it was he, almost a stranger to tlie family* 
who was sending the message, should show Max how serious 
the matter was. Ah, what a business I And the grandmother 1 
If anything happened to the boy she would consider it in the 
nature of a judgement on the marriage. The marriage was 
impure to her. Yes, he understood how she felt about it. A 
Jew, a man of wrong blood, of bad blood, had given her 
daughter two children, and that was why this was happening. 
No one could have x>ersuaded Leventhal that he was wrong. 
Hardly hearing what was being said in the room, he contem- 
plated her grimly, her grizzled temples, the thin straight line 
of her nose, the severity of her head pressed back on her 
shoulders, the baring of her teeth as she opened her lips to 
make a remark to her daughter. No, he was not wrong. Prom 
her standpoint it was inevitable punishment — that was how 
she would see it, a punishment. Whatever else she might feel — 
and after all the boy was her grandson — she would feel this 
first. 

He just then observed great agitation in Elena and began 
to pay attention to the conversation. He heard the doctor 
speaking of the hospital and he thought,, ’She can’t keep the 
kid here any more. She’ll have to give in.’ 

‘I told her yesterday she ought to send him to the hospital,’ 
he said. 

Elena still resisted. ‘But why isn’t it just as good for him at 
home ? Better. I can look after him better than a nurse.’ 

‘ He’s got to go if you want me to take the case.’ 

‘ But what’s the matter here ? ’ she pleaded. 
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•Has to T>e done,’ said the doctor knocWng up the clips o£ 

’'“•Should 1 go for a cab?’ Philip softly asked his uucle. 

Leventhal nodded. Philip ran from the room. 


V 1 „„ the way back to Manhattan that 
The doctor told Leventhal on > evidence to confirm the 

he thought - though he ^eede jj^ection of a rare Mnd. 

diagnosis - Mickey had a ^ ro leventhal tried to fix it in 

He named it two or three tim^ serious; not necessarily 

his mind but failed. Such ca doctor? 

fatal, however. ‘You the doctor’s word 



raised his spirits. The ^ had space to play 

crowns of light above sh * 'I was going to wire 

water between the stem and “ _ ,^ed 

my brother to come/ said Le«n he ^idn t 

that he was not the It was enough to tell him to 

think it was necessary at Prjen^^ ^ sensible advice. Why 
stand by. Leventhal accepte^^ 


1, mceat-^-;- doctors &pck.i.av.xw - 

me thin discs of * degree by the bulb over Im 

skv both illumined m ^hout the disease. It 

head. Levenftd ^“medicine have any idea how a thing like 
was rare. Well, Island rather th^, say. St 

that singled out hi thousands. How did they ac- 

Louis or Denv^'id have it dormant? Could it be 

count Jot . ‘'i!, on the other hand; was it even more strange 
hereditary ? ‘^’"'higerent, no two with the .same flngerpnnts, did 
that people- so diseases? Freed from his depression 

not have m^r encouragement, he had a great desire to talk. 



1,1 hnve liked to discuss this but he had already asked 
He would '' times and failed to retain it, and 

the name of the * ^ maybe he 

so the doctor ^ Accordingly, Leventhal 

would he condKc i g^^^^^ , continued to 

was silen a respecter o 

— g’that there were the same rules for everybody. 

’^^^^'^wLetatte Sidle when the heat was 

IdenlJlifted by a breeze. High and low between the shores, 
V of ships, signals, and bridges drifted and ran, curv , 
Sd rtood riding on the swell, and the sonorous, rather d«o^ ^ 
w-lk rang from the water when the buoys were 

7P blew a spray to the deck, and the boat now and th 
slimed to tremble to the pull of the ocean beyond the islan 
As they neared the Manhattan side, people began to get P 
from the benches in the saloon; there was a great pr^s w 
the chains were dropped. Leventhal was separated from tn 


went home on the subway, pushing through the revolving 
steel gate at his station and breathing the cooler air of the stree 
with deep relief. 

He was expecting a letter from Mary - one was abom 
_ and he opened the mailbox swiftly while Nunez’ dog sniffed 
at his legs. Instead of a letter, Mary had sent two postcards 
closely covered with writing. She and her mother were start- 
ing for Charleston on Friday. The house was sold. They were 
both well and she hoped he was, too, in spite of the heat, h 
was fine old Baltimore summer weather - it simply drugged 
you. The second card was different; there were intimate refer- 
ences on it. Only Mary could write such things on cards fot 
everybody in the world to read. Amused, proud, pleased with 
ber, pleased rather than embarrassed at the possibility that 
postal clerks had read the cards, he put them in his pocket. ‘Do 
1 pass inspection?’ he demanded of Nunez’ dog. ‘Blow now.' 
Stooping he caught the dog’s head and rubbed it. He started np 
stairs and the animal came after him. ‘Blow now, I say.’ He 
barred the way with his leg, then whirled inside and slammed 
the hall-door. ‘Go home I’ he yelled, and laughed uproariously- 
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■CO on hon,o.; 

raucously and leaped at the pa . doe is having a 

neighbours, rvhom he hardly know s doi^aw 

fit. Hear himr An elderly, guarded, pale face g 

certain smile and seemed to listen m awe to the rato m 

foyer. Leventhal hurried up widt *«,Xa 
hat on the banister and entcnng has flat mth a ^ 

Dear Mary 1 If she were only here nov^ h^ 
and kiss. He flung away his h 

shoes, and went to open the wi trem- 

tains. It had turned into a hea^' ^ 

bling and splendid. The moon a ^ spinning as the 

spaced stars, and small clouds p S 

cool gusts broke through the heat. to write to his 

He lit the lamp on the secretary 
Wife. Gnats fell and rose ^gam forgetting that he 

blotter. He gave her an ^ He said nothing about 

had felt nervous, restive, a^ • worth saying- 

what had happened at the office. I j:„u 5 sed the weather. 
He .vrote swiftly and exuberantly; the parks 

he mentioned that tTfound himself telling her 

were terribly crowded. Then n gj^otion, the words 

about his nephew, wnung w ^ changed tone he 

beginning to sprawl as his . at her, he confessed, 

described Elena. He had been afr bundled-up child - 

when she got into the cab and temperature must 

she had him in two blankets a impressions of the 

have been over ninety - on ,^th the light of the 

moment returned to him - the oy back seat, the 

meter on them, the leathery c ^ ^ black cap, 

driver’s undershot jaw and^ the o children on the side- 
Philip’s crying, Villani keepmg j.Qse and his tongue 

walk. The beating of Leventhal written 

became dry. As for ''ned over the paper. He had 

Max’s name he stood up ^ The pen was 

meant to send the mght letter heg^n looking for his 

staining his fingers. He droppe found them 

shoes outside the circle ^cffiering about the 

and was forcing his feet mto th 



laces when his bell rang, piercingly and long. Leventhal straight- 
ened up with a grunt of annoyance and surprise. ‘Now who in 
the name of heU would ring like that ?' he said. But he already 
knew who it was. It was Allbee. It must lie. He opened the 
door and listened to the regular sibilance and knocking of the 
footsteps in the hollow stair well. It occurred to him that he 
could escape Allbee by going to the roof. If he went out stealth- 
ily he could still get away. And if he were followed, the next 
rooftop was only a matter of six inches away, an easy step 
over. Then he could get into the street and good-bye. He could 
go even now. Even now. Yet he stood firm and strangely enough 
he felt that he had proved something by doing so. ‘I won’t give 
ground,’ he thought. ‘Let him. Why should I?’ He promptly 
went back to his letter, leaving the door open. He finished it 
abruptly "with a few perfunctory sentences and read it over. 
He wrote ‘All my love’, signed his name, addressed the en- 
velope, and by that time Allbee was in the room. He knew 
that he had come in; nevertheless he controlled his desire to 
turn. He stamped the envelope first, sealed it, momentarily 
guessed at its weight, and only then did he appear to take 
notice of his visitor, who smiled at him without parting his 
lips. To enter without a knock or invitation was an intrusion. 
Of course the door was open, but it was taking too much for 
granted all the same not to knock. Leventhal thought there was 
a trace of delight in the defiance of Allbee’s look. ‘I owe him 
hospitality, that’s how he behaves,’ passed through his mind. 

‘Yes,’ he said tonelessly, indifferently polite. 

‘You’re well fixed up here,’ said Allbee taking in the room. 
He might have been comparing it with his own place. Leventhal 
could imagine what that was hke. 

‘As long as you’re here, sit down,’ Leventhal said. ‘Whafs 
the use of standing?’ He would not get rid of him without 
hearing him out, and it might as well be now as another time. 

‘Much obliged,’ said Allbee. His head came forward courte- 


ously and he seemed to read Leventhal’s face. ‘It’s a long pull 
up those stairs. I’m not used to these high walkups.’ He drew 
a chair close to the . desk, crossed his legs, and clasped his knee 
•wdth somewhat rigid fingers. His cuffs were frayed, the threads 
• ravelled on the blond hairs of his wrist. His hands were dirty. 
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His fair hair, ^ hard for him. ‘ Ifs quite 

apparently true that ^eU . . .’ he caught his 

a height, this,' he smiled. his finger at the 

breath, Tm used to low places He 

floor and worked it as though p ^ dance as the 

■Are you here to give me ^ and for 

last. time? Because if you are let me teu yo 

all...’ AUKep ‘Let's be sensible and open. I 

•Oh, hold on,’ said should I? I only said 

didn’t come to complam ^ Pm on the tottom. 

what’s obvious. Nothing to He extended his arms 

You don’t want to deny that, ao y ^j^hough he did it 

as if to offer himself for earnest. ‘Whereas 

wryly Leventhal saw that he was really m 

^ v T eventhal said, ‘Oh, please,’ and shook 

He indicated the ffat. Le ^ 

his head. ‘Don’t give me that st^- judge of 

■It’s a fact, a hard isn’t just theoretical 

the facts. I know you and me is greater than 

with me. The ^ millionaire in America. When I 

between you and the gr you’re in ffie emp)T'ean,, as 

compare myself j pm in the pit. And I have been 

they used to say at sc ^g^ m mine.’ 

in your position but ^ and out.’ 

, ‘What do you mean ? l 

Allbee gave him a toleran • automat,’ Leventhal 

‘Stony broke, without a me 

said. jriTi’t know anything about it, I can tell by 

■Ah, go on. You don ^ the 

your talk. You embarrassment. That . . .’ and he ended 

automat . • • ue side nearly touching his shoulder, and 

with his head to ^ a gesture of 

with bis ^on away. There rose immediately to Leven- 

passing horrible images of men wearily sitting on 

thal’s mind ttie their coffee in a smeared and 

mission be"^ flophouse sheets and filthy pillows; 

bleary "vvin 'cubicles painted to resemble wood, even 

,hideou^^c^ burning worms that seemed 
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to eat up rather than give light. Better to be in the dark. He had 
seen such places. He could still smell the carbolic disinfectant. 
And if it were his flesh on those sheets, his lips drinking that 
coffee, his back and thighs in that winter sun, his eyes looking 
at the boards of the floor ... ? Allbee was right to smile at him ; 
he had never been in such a plight. ‘So I’m mistaken/ he re- 
flected. ‘Why do I have to match him in that? Is it necessary? 
Anyway, what does he want?’ For a time he forgot about the 
night letter. He waited for Allbee to reveal what he had come 
for. He did not know just what to expect, but he considered it 
very likely that he would repeat his charge despite his saying 
that he was not here to complain. 

‘Well,’ he said, prefacing his remark with a short laugh. ‘It’s 
a peculiar statement to begin a visit with.’ 

‘Why, no. What could be better. It’s the height of politeness 
to admire your host’s house. And the contrast between us 
should please you very much. It should give you a lot of 
satisfaction to have done it all yourself.’ 

‘ Done what myself ? ’ said Leventhal suspiciously. 

‘Raised yourself up, I mean/ said Allbee quickly. ‘You were 
just telling me you were once broke, which is to say that you’re 
a self-made man. There’s a lot of satisfaction in that, isn’t 
there ? And when you see somebody that hasn’t made out so 
well it adds something to your satisfaction. It’s only human. 
Even if you know better.’ 

‘I didn’t say I was a self-made man or any such thing. 
That’s a lot of nonsense.’ 

‘I’m glad to be corrected then/ Allbee replied. ‘I must have 
had the wrong impression. Because, you know, the more I 
think about it the more I feel it’s bunk, this self-made business. 
The day of succeeding by your own efforts is past. Now it’s all 
blind movement, vast movement, and the individual is shuttled 
back and forth. He only thinks he’s the works. But that isn’t 
the way it is.' Groups, organizations succeed or fail, but not 
individuals any longer. Don’t you agree ? ’ 

‘Oh, it’s not that way, exactly/ Leventhal said. ‘No, I don’t.’ 
‘You don’t agree that people have a destiny forced on them ? 
Well, that’s ridiculous, because they do. And that’s all the 
destiny they get, so theY better hot assume they’re running 
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their own show. Thafs the kind of mistake ' “ 

make. There’s nothing worse than being confused t»< “ “ 
dition to being unlucky. But you find people have th 
luck and take the credit for it, too - all 

when all that happened was that they were handed a bucket 

^Yhen it rained.’ T^^,n^,cp’ caid 

•Let’s have this cleared up right now, if you 
Leventhal coldly. ‘We might as well be open and above-board. 

What does all this lead up to ? dicm^ion talk. 

’Oh, it doesn’t lead to V^nutorffinging up 

Talk, talk, talk, talk, talk!’ he exclaimed grmnmg. flmg g P 

his hands. His eyes beg^ “ hta ’And what’s that for ?’ 

Leventhal impassively looked at mm. mi 

he asked. depressed, perhaps at his 

Allbee now Leventhal^as a little sorry for him. 

own unsteadiness, him unpleasantly. 

His alternation of moods, howev , 

It was clear that the man Jance, diere 

of not being a fool if you acte himself 

was his language, did he have to sp ^ ^ himself 

sound so grand? Because he needed ^ s^ash- 

oni Oh, there was a f;::,TS;Seftin^ 

up and a tragic one, you could remained uppermost 

ing, a real smash. But te *^b”ot,^Ltand- 

with Leventhal was. What do , ^ 35 „„ahie to ask it. 

a framed photograph on the secretary. 

‘Yes, that’s Mary.’ ^ at, vou’re lucky, you know?’ He 

‘Oh, say, she’s the photograph to the 

stood up and bent over him, 

light. ‘She is charming.' _ ^ Leventhal, not liking his 

‘It’s a good picture of her, sai 

enthusiasm. ud without being hard. 

‘She has that proud look. You see it in 

You know what I mean. It 
Asiatic sculpture.’ offing 

‘Oh - Asiatic I’ said Leventhal sc ' cheekbones. 

‘Certainly, Asiatic. Look at the y * 63 



You’re married to a woman and don’t know she has slant 
eyes?’ He made a descriptive turn of his thumb. 'She's posi- 
tively Asiatic.’ 

‘She comes from Baltimore.’ 

‘First generation?’ 

‘Her mother is native-born, too. Further back than that I 
don’t know.’ 

‘I’m willing to bet they came from Eastern Europe, origin- 
ally,’ said Allbee. 

‘Why, that’s not so stupendous. You wouldn’t get any 
takers.' 

‘ I know I wouldn’t get any takers in your case.’ 

‘No? Maybe since you investigated me and found out so 
much about me, you took the trouble to find out what part 
of Europe my parents canie from.’ 

‘ It’s apparent enough ; it doesn’t need any investigating. 
Russia, Poland ... I can see at a glance.’ 

‘You can, ah?’ 

‘Well, of course. I’ve lived in New York for a long time. It’s 
a very Jewish city, and a person would have to be a pretty 
sloppy observer not to learn a lot about Jews here. You know 
yourself how many Jewish dishes there are in the cafeterias, 
how much of the stage — how many Jewish comedians and 
jokes, and stores, and so on, and Jews in public life, and so 
on. You know that. It’s no revelation.’ 

Leventhal refrained from answering. It was, after all, no 
revelation. 

Allbee once more turned his attention to Mary’s picture. As 
he studied it and nodded, his eyes, to Leventhal’s amazement, 
filled with tears, and he took on an expression of suppressed 
grief and injury. 

‘ Your wife . . . ? ’ Leventhal ventured in a low voice. 

‘ She’s dead,’ replied Allbee. 

Leventhal’s tone fell even lower, as he said, with a resonance 
of horror, ‘ Dead ? Oh, too bad. Fm sorry . . . ' 

‘So you should be. So you should.’ The words seemed to 
have been brought up from Allbee’s chest as if they had been 
stored there and were now dislodged and uttered irregularly 

before he could hold them back. 
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He was acting, lying, Levcnthnl decided, lii?: moment of 
gcnuinene.s,s had passed and once more he had taken up his 
poise, mystifyingly off centre and precarious. When he had an- 
nounced his wife’s death, he had .sounded v.Taihful, but Leven- 
thal had felt him.sclf come nearer to him or to .something cle.ir, 
familiar, and truthful in him. Now lie was repelled again. He 
wondered whether Allbcc was not actually a little drunk. 

‘But,’ said Allbcc, ‘that’s not all there is to it.’ 

‘No ? There's more, eh ?’ 


‘Somewhat. We were separated before .she dic^l. That’s v/hy 
my relations witli her family weren’t good. Naturally, from 
tlieir standpoint . . He paused to rub his eyelid and when he 
stopped it was red and appeared to have gone lower than tlic 
other. ‘They were prejudiced against me, wanted to .shove the 
whole blame on me. I could blame them, if I wanted to. 1-lcr 
brother was driving tlic car; got off with scratches and a few 
bangs. The way those Southerners drive. Pickett’s charge over 
and over again. Well ... we were separated. Do you know 
why?’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘Because after Rudiger fired me. I couldn’t get a job ' 

‘What do you mean? You couldn’t find any jobi? No jobs 
at all?’ '' 


‘Not in my line. What could I have earned at any job^ Nc 
enough to keep going. After a man spends years in one line h 
doesn’t want to change. He isn’t in a position to do much I 
something else he has to start at the bottom. What was I goin 
to do, become a peddler? Salesman? Besides, I'd have to sto 
looking for what I wanted by taking any job ’ 

■I would have taken anything before I let my wife bo’ 
■We’re made of different stuff, yon and I.’ ,M|bce nrinnec 

heft" gc 

She was the one. * 

.‘You’re not telling me all there is to tell.’ 

‘No, no,’ he said, almost delightedly ‘I’m a j , 

rest t-^on tell me.’ ^ >"> not. And what’s th, 

•Didn’t your boozing have something to do with itt’ 

•Oh, there you go, there you go.’ said Allbee smil.w .n, 
floor and swaying hK large frame slightly. ‘My vice"f y ta 
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rible vice. She left me because of my drinking. 

‘A woman doesn’t leave her husband for anything ] 

perfectly true, she doesn't. " T? 

thd. Yon have the true horror of drmt Were te ^ 
Belial to you, we smell of whisky more 

Noah lies drunk - you remember that ^ 

minded sons have a laugh at the old man, J, 

horrified. There'stru* in thatsto.y.ft^^^^ ^ 

•Watch your talk,' said Leventhal stuny. , . 

fool. I don't know what you're after, but ^ 
self any good^ih talk like .AH right, never 

•Well ...'he began; for my wife's death 

mind. But it’s unfair to try top consider 

on me. It's worse than -^.-^tlgh. I don't know 
what she was to me “-1 j^r granted that we're not 

how you look at it, but T sometimes think 

gods, we're only creatures “^“t fo 
are permanent, f “ ' f wrapping-paper, blowing 

full bundles and the ne 

around the streets.’ ^ Get that ! ’ Leven- 

‘But I warn you to lose his presence of 

thal spoke curtly' ^ , grieved and incapable of answermg. 

mind and lowered h - looking for the strength to 

It was hard to tell or disclosing his true state 

continue, conniving riie side of his face, deeply 

without pretence. his cheek and chin covered with 

indented at the h ^ brooding. The skin 

golden bristles, the light of the lamp, was wet, 

of his forehead, _ throat was creased in a way that made 

and that of Allbee’s remark about creatures had 

- Leventhal tbm a singular way, and for an instant 

touched his to him than a fish or crab or any fleshy 

he was But only for an instant, fleetingly, until AU- 

thing in ^ , looked at him. -He appeared discouraged and 
bee moved ana ^ 

tired. ^^cuse me,’ said Leventhal with somewhat provoca- 
‘but I have a we to send.. I was about to go 

rive poUteneb 
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send it when you came/ Did that sound Hkc an invention? 
Allbee might think so and interpret it as a manoeuwc to get 
rid of him. However, he had seen him \vriting i.vhcn he entered, 
so why shouldn't it be true? He might have been drafting the 
message. Anyhow, why should he care? And bcsidc.s, it v,'as 
absolutely a fact tliat he was going to wire Max. Allbcc could 
come along and check up on him if he wanted to. He .studied 
his face to see how he was taking it. /dlbec had ri-sen. Suddenly 
Leventhal twisted about and his heart sprang. He thought he 
had seen a mouse dart into the corner and he hurried after it, 
lit a match, and examined the moulding. There was no hole. 
‘Ran away !’ he thought. Or was it his fancy? ‘We have mice 
here,’ he explained to Allbee, who was at die door in the dark 
vestibule. He seemed to turn his head away, unresponding. 

When they reached the lower hall. Allbee stopped and said, 
‘You try to put all the blame on me, but you know it’s true 
that you’re to blame. You and you only. For ever>'thing. You 
ruined me. Ruined I Because that’s what I am, ruined ! You're 
the one that’s responsible. You did it to me deliberately, out 
of hate. Out of pure hate ! ’ 

He had clutched Leventhal’s shirt and he tiwsted it as he 
spoke. 

‘You’re crazy I’ Leventhal shouted in his face. ‘You’re a 
crazy stumblebum, that’s what you are. The booze is eating 
your brain up. Take your hands off me. Off, I say !’ He pushed 
Allbee with all the force of his powerful arms. He fell against 
the wall with an impact that sickened Leventhal. Allbee stood 
up, wiped his mouth, and stared at his hand. 

‘No blood. Too bad. Then you could say I spilled your blood, 
too,’ Leventhal cried. 

Allbee answered nothing. He dusted his clothes unskilfully, 
^ff-handedly, as though beating his arms. Then he went. Leven- 
thal watched his hasty , xmsteady progress down the street. 

Mr Nunez, who had seen the incident, started up astride the 
striped canvas of his beach chair, and his wife, who lay on the 
bed near the window in a white slip, whispered, ‘Que pasa?’ 
Leventhal looked at her in bewilderment. 
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‘The nerve o£ 

•Ruined ! I'll ruin him if be comes n^ y^^nd. It was im- 

The letter “^J^if'ne would have to get another 
possible to send it like to moment this inconvenience 
envelope and stamp, and f consequence of the 

grew overwhelmingly mto , , ^ ^elope, and threw 

scuffle. He tore the letter the Luse and he 

it over the balustrade. , 

was alone on the stoop. Hi g the 

in reality he saw almost n featureless shine of bulbs 

featureless darkness and th e<l 


the length of the block. _ drew in his cheeks, som- 

Then his anger began to ^ ^ 

brely enlarging his ey^. ^ ^g^selessness of it per- 

tight. To think “P/^f *;,■ he thought, frowtog. 'Of 

turbed him most of al . blame; thafs how it starts, 

course, he has to have knows, in that brain of 

But when he goes over ^j^at was 

his, how does he r business had a bearing on it; 

puzzling. No doubt e worked on a deeper cause, 

for some reason it of alternatives, had snagged. 

But that alone, out ot great 

In a J"^;„./having all the comforts of life whik 

unfairness m one u between man and man, how was this 
another had no ^ ' ^jerelict panhandler or bum might but- 
to be dealt vo^b • ^^rld wasn’t made for 

tonhole you for me, was it?’ The error in. this 

you. any neither man had made the arrangements, 

was to forge right to say, ‘my pick on me? I didn’t 

and so it was p , ^^j^ittedly there was a 

set this ^ ^vrong. Allbee, on the other hand, came along 
^vrong. a S what was so meaningless. For you 

and said • 



might feel that something was owing to the panhandler, but 
to be directly blamed was entirely diiferent. 

People met you once or twice and they hated you. What was 
the reason;' what inspired it? This Allbee illustrated it well 
because he was too degenerate a drunk to hide his feelings. You 
had only to be yourself to provoke them. Why ? A sigh of help- 
lessness escaped Leventhal. If they still believed it would work, 
they would make little dolls of wax and stick pins into them. 
And why do they pick out this, that, or the other person to 
hate - Tom, Dick or Harry ? No one can say. They hate your 
smile or the way you blow your nose or use a napkin. Any- 
thing will do for an excuse. And meanwhile this Harry, the 
object of it, doesn’t even suspect. How should he know some- 
one is carrying around an image of him 0ust as a woman may 
paste a lover’s picture on the mirror of her vanity case or a 
man his wife’s snapshot in his wallet), carrying it around to 
look at and hate ? It doesn't even have to be a reproduction of 
poor Harry. It might as well be the king of diamonds with his 
embroidery, his whiskers, his sword, and all. It doesn’t make a 
bit of difference. Leventhal had to confess that he himself had 
occasionally sinned in this respect, and he was not ordinarily 
a malicious person. But certain people did call out this feeling. 
He saw Cohen, let us say, once or twice, and then, when his 
name was mentioned in company, let fall an uncomplimentary 
remark about him. Not that this Cohen had ever offended him. 
But what were all the codes and rules, Leventhal reflected, ex- 
cept an answer to our own nature. Would we have to be told 
‘Love ! ’ if we loved as we breathed ? No, obviously. Which was 
not to say that we didn t love but had to be ■ assisted whenever 
the motor started missing. The peculiar thing struck him that 
eveiything else in nature was bounded; trees, dogs, and ants 
didn’t grow beyond a certain size. ‘But we,’ he thought, ‘we 
go in all directions without any limit.’ 

He had put the letter in his pocket and he now took it out 
and debated whether to climb up to the flat for a stamp and 
envelope, or to try to buy them in a drugstore. He might not 
be able to obtain a single envelope. He did not want to buy a 

box of stationery. 

Then he heard his name called and recognized Harkavy’s voice. 



‘Is that you, Dan?’ he said ^ chifting of the theatre 

dim, tall figure on the sidew^h. ^ ^ o -was Har- 

lights across the way made his holding a child 

ka\y. There were two women with m, 

hy the hand. Harkavy. ‘Axe you 

‘Come down out of the clou<^» 
asleep, or something, on your feet ? ^ ^dn- 

Nunez returned to his deck chair. His wife w 

dow, resting her head on the s^h. woman is away?’ 

‘Do you go into a trance when 

Hartavy’s companions laughed- descending. 

‘Dan. how are you ?• said Leventhal, desceB 

Harkavy, SO that’s you?’ , , sister with his 

•Julia. JuUa. too.' Harkavy pomted at lus 

cigarette holder. . 

‘Julia, Mrs Harkavy, ^ Harkavy. 

‘And my granddaughter Libbie, 

‘Oh, this is your girl, Julia ? 

‘Yes.’ ^ child’s features; he saw 

Leventhal tried to make out th darkness of 

only the vivid pallor of her face and the 

her hair. , v^w ‘A little too energetic, at 

‘Very active, Libbie,’ said Harkavy. 
times.’ , said. ‘I can’t keep up wi 

‘Oh, ^e runs me ragged, J 

lier.’ . child should have so muc 

‘It’s the food you give he . 
protein,’ said Mrs Harka^o^ others do. It’s ] 

‘Mother, she doesn t g 

,11 on you.' Harkavy said to Leven a . 

‘We came to call on y ^ . _ tn 

looks as if you're stepping out. ^ leventhal. 'I was going to 
•1 have a couple of errands, _ 

send a wire.' Western Union, then. Are you 

•We'll walk you to ateady.' Harkavy sm led. 

Mary? 1 suppose yo"."® * about, if a couple is devotrf. 

‘Daniel, its not a thing 1 jj^yj-ule. These days when 
his mother said. ‘Its no*ing devotion, 

marriages are so flimsy i 



Couples go to City Hall like I might go to tlic fivo-and-dime to 
buy a hinge. Two boards on a hinge, and clap, clap, clap, that’s 
a marriage. Wire your wife, Asa, it’s the right Aing and its 
sweet. Never mind.’ 

‘ It’s my brotlier I’ve got to send the wire to, not Mary.’ 

‘Libbie, come here to me, here!’ Julia furiously exclaimed, 
pulling the child’s arm. T’ll tie you in the middle with strings 1 
‘Oh, your brotlier ?’ said Mrs Harkavy. 

Leventhal flushed, inexplicably. ‘Yes, it was his boy I called 
Julia about. My nephew.’ 

‘Did you get hold of the doctor?' Julia asked. ‘Doctor 
Denisart, mother.’ 

‘Oh, he’s a fine doctor, Asa; his mother is a lodge sister of 
mine and I’ve known him since he was a boy. You can have 
confidence in him. They gave him the very best education. He 
studied in Holland.’ 

‘Austria, mother.’ 

‘Abroad, anyway. His uncle put him through. He was in jail 
afterwards, the uncle, for income taxes, but that wasn’t the 
Denisarts’ fault. They used to send him pheasant to Sing Sing 
and they say he was allowed to have card parties in his cell. But 
they really learn in Europe, you know. That’s because their 
slums are worse; they get complicated cases in their clinics. 
Our standard of living is so high, it’s bad for the education of 
our doctors.’ 

‘Why, who says so? said Harkavy, looking at his mother 
with interest. 

‘Everybody. Why, all the, medical books Papa used to bring 
, home from the salesroom were full of European cases - Frau- 
lein J. and Fratilein K. and Mademoiselle so and so. The best 
medical education is foreign.’ 

‘And how is your nephew ? ’ Harkavy said. 

‘They took him to the hospital today.’ 

‘Oh, very sick, does that mean? I’m sorry to hear it,’ said 
Julia. 

‘Very.’ 

■But you can Doctor Denisart. He's a fine young 

man - brilliant. 1 11 talk to his mother tomorrow. He'll take 
more interest in the case. 



1 . M >.k best v/ithout being spoken to, said 
‘Fin sure he d do nis t> her daughter s head 

juha. They ^Yere ^vaUdng, and she pressed her oa g . 

to her side. , unrV'iw said. ‘You mustn’t 

•Influence is a good thing, „ce of 

forget it. If you don t i^e , > course, the doctor 

the s^^dft. Ever>^thing on, but if I talk 

would do his best because o^ ^ to the case and do his 
to his mother he’ll to take things too much to 

very best. People are boun ^u’ve got to use influence on 
heit,. for their otvn protection. You t e got 

them.’ • 1 ^- then It can’t hurt,* said Har- 

‘Take it up vath Mrs Demsart, 

kavy. 

‘I will.’ , . _ friend behind, 'do you 

•Dan,’ said Leventhal. drarsnng b« 

remember a Mow called Allbee • 

•Allbee? Who ? Whafs ^ „et him at Willis- 

•Allbee is his last name. Kirby Allbce, w ^ ^ 

ton’s. A big man. Blond.’ ^ j t my mind to it I 

•I suppL I could remember him it i P 

have a pretty good memory. , office, and Leventhal, stand* 
They had come to the te eg p ^ message to , his 

ing at the yellow pme \hQrp words he had intended 

brother entirely forgetting 

to use. When he cameou , conversation for a few min- 

•Dan, could we have a private c 

utes V he said. •\xrhiit’s the matter, old fellow ? Wait 

•Why, I should say so. Wf 

a minute. Let’s ditch the wo waiting at the comer. 

Mrs Harkavy, Ju Harkavy with a pleased smile, 

‘Ladies, excuse fiolder. ‘Asa wants to talk over 

fitting a cig^ette mto bis n 

Snisart for you tomorrow. Don’t you worry, 

her. and he and Harhavy cro-d the 

ctTCCt* •j 35lccd 

«^ow what’s the trouble, did you get into a s to tell me 

Harkavy. ‘You know you can trust me. It*® ^ 


anything. You can bank on it. Anything you confide in me 
will never come back to you through a third party, not any 
more than if you whispered it in tlie confession box. So lets 

have it.’ 

‘There’s no secret to keep. It’s nothing like tliat.’ Glancing 
at his friend, he hesitated, dissatisfied. Would it be worth- 
while to explain the whole matter to Harkavy ? He was warm- 
hearted and a sincere friend, but he frequently put emphasis 
on the wrong things. He was already on the WTong track, 
suspecting a scrape. He probably meant an intrigue, a scrape 
with a woman. ‘It’s this Allbee,* Leventhal said. 'He’s been 
giving me a headache. You must remember him. He made 
fun of your singing one night at Williston's. You and that 
girl. Sure you can recall him. He worked at Di/l’s . . .’ 

‘Oh, him. That bird.’ It seemed to Leventhal that Harkavy 
listened more gravely, though perhaps it was his own -wish to 
have something so troubling to him taken seriously that was 
behind this impression. He described his first meeting with 
Allbee in the park.* When he told him how amazed he was at 
Allbee’s spying, Harkavy murmured, ‘Well, isn’t that the 
limit ? Isn’t that disagreeable ? Nervy. Disagreeable.' 

‘I thought you wouldn’t forget how he went for you over 
that song.’ 

‘Oh, no, I have him definitely placed now. So that’s the 
man ? He drew his head back with a restrained rearing motion 
and, from the stretching of his clear eyes, Leventhal saw that 
a connexion of the utmost importance had been established 
in his mind. 

‘Dan, do you know any facts about him that I don’t ? ’ 

‘What do you call facts? It depends. • I think so. I mean. 
I’ve heard. But was he around again ? Let’s have the rest of it.' 
‘What have you heard ?’ 

‘You tell me first. Let’s see if it’s all one piece. Maybe it 
isn’t. It may not be worth bothering about - loony all of it, 
and we ought to tie a can to it ?' 

He would not _speak, and Leventhal hurriedly set forth all 
that Allbee had done and said, and despite his haste and his 
eagerness to find out what Harkavy knew, he interrupted him- 
self from time to time to make scornful, almost laughing 
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comments which in his heart he “ ^^^factsa- 

HarUavy to confirm the ^ SleTe appeals, 

tions. Harkaty, however, <hd ^ ^ ble, disagree- 
He was sober. He “"“f much comfort, 
able,’ but his manner did not g remonsible for his 

■He makes out a whoie^ c.e ” [^rvie rising 

vafe and everything ... 1 said Leven 

■' iTS“;r.Td“f„i ™ »» »■“ -■ 

body ’Could your He’s overstraining the imagina- 

‘No, no, I say it s far-fetched. ^ uaj-kavy twisted a finger 

tion. He mu^ the ”ory wnt round that he 

near his head and sighed. But t / -^,,lfin’t set another 

was canned, and then I heard that he 
job. They canned him at quite a few p sc 

‘Because of drinking . . . he was half 

Harkavy shrugged. His face -dje 

turned away w about running out of 

anywhere, as I heard it, and he ^ 3 

breaks when he got the j ob "with D i s. 

‘Who told you that ?’ 

‘Offhand I don't recoliect/ n-n ’ When I talked over 

•Do you think there's a black 1«. Dan . wn _ 

that Rudiger thing with you, you aug 

■DidI ’ well, I don't beUeve in XckSt.' 

‘All right, here’s proof. You see . 

‘I’m not convinced. This man o reliable.’ 

word got around. It just got to h hn Y>eczuse he boozed, 

‘Why did he lose the job at ViU s . ir 

tvasn’tit?’ , and Leventhal thought 

‘Why, I can’t say,’ Harkaiy r p > . got the inside 

^at he looked at him reason was different, 

information on it. As it came to . ^ of rumours. Who 

In these cases, though, you get a depended on 

knows? The truth is hard to have to tell you how 

getting it, you’d probably that. Y says oats, 

« is. This one says this, and that one y 



^ 7 ..avs hay and chances are . . . it’s buckwheat. Nobody 
cm tell you ewept the fellow that harvested it. To 
all theory Why ? He was skating on thin ice and h 

faqt faster and faster. But he slowed up . . . and he fe 

through. As I. see it ...' Harkayy himself was dtont^ed 

witv. this explanation ; it was obviously makeshift. He falt« 
anfhis glanL wandered. He had, unmistakably, informatio 

that he was trying to hold back. 

‘Why did he lose the job ? What do they say ? 

■Dan, don't try to give me the runaround. This is somfr 
thing 1 won’t rest easy about till I know. It’s no tnfle. Yo 
must tell me what they say.’ 

‘If you don’t mind. Asa. there’s one thing I have to pomt 
out that you haven’t learned. We’re not children. We’re men 
of the world. It’s almost a sin to be so innocent. Get next to 
yourself, boy, will you ? You want the whole world to like you. 
There’s lx)und to be some people who don’t think well of you. 
As I do, for instance. Why, isn’t it enough for you that some 
do? Why can’t you accept the fact that others never will* 
Figure it on a percentile basis. Is is a life and death matter . 

I happen to have found out that a young lady I always liked 
said I was conceited. Perhaps she didn’t think it would get to 
me but it did. Too bad people everywhere don’t know what 
I’m really like. Or you. It would be a different universe. Things 
are too subtle for me; I have to knock along on common 
sense. What about this girl? I know she has reasons that 
she doesn’t understand herself. All I can say is, "Lady, God 
bless you, we all have oiu faults and are what we are. I have 
to take myself as I am or push off. I am all I have in this 
world. And with all my shortcomings my life is precious to 
me.” My heart doesn’t sink. Experience has taught me to ex- 
pect this once in a while. But you’re so upset when somebody 
doesn’t like you, or says this or that about you. A little inde- 
pendence, boy ; it’s a weakness, positively.’ 

‘I want you to tell me,’ Leventhal persisted. T’ll stick to 
vou till you do. Considering what I’m being blamed for, it’s 
natural that I should want to find out.’ 

Harkavy gave in to him. ‘Williston thought you made 



‘Well, something li^e it. idiot?’ ^ 

•How could he? Is he such a„d *e un- 
making a great W Leventhal put his “ „ 

accountable fear that _ Harkavy- He sai 

hit throat and stared frowningly 

' And did you stand up for me . ^d all I eou 

■Naturally I said he was mistake 

told him he was wrong. ^ to you mm^ ^ 

‘You ought to have said You even though 

ivith the whole story ®^^o’and Rudiger want^^ 

it might he rigged up „„t by the two of them, 

make a fool of me and i 

Did you bring that up? ^trhing 

‘No I didn’t take the trouble. ^ough catching 

•myltl' He stviftly clenched to fis ,j as 

at som^hing in the ah. ‘ ^^“I'Even if you ai^'^ 
your duty if you’re a ftrend of rmto ^ did taow 

the facts you should have de said it 

the facts. I told them to yfU- J°" .^oh a Ue to ®o ahou 
slander and a Ue. If anybody r^uth^ ,^,3 ot only 

you, you’d see how did he know durt 

loyalty but fairness. And no you afraiU t . 

Dill's? Why were you such a ^ • 

his feelings by contradicnngh ^ marvelling eyes took 

‘I was not,’ said Harkavy. His m t would 

tbal in, but be ^^./^^iufston. I just said that h 

benefit you if I argued wi 

wrong.’ 

‘Yi,\f you ever had one. I am your men ^ 

'He might have asked me, He’d rather take 

given me a chance to j-e’s their Anglo-Saxon 

drunk Allbee’s word for it. w . , t, ^ 

ness ... fair play ?’ .^^^and Wilhston’s side of it. I a 

‘It’s bard for me to understana 

an idea he was pretty level. 
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as soon as the doctor gave the word, and LoventM vTOte to 

say that while he thought Max ought to come home mWm 

was needed, the decision was his own to mate. 

On Friday night Lcventhal felt Mar>’S 
Before going to bed, he was tempted to put in a call to Uiant» 
?on He even went to the telephone, lifted it, and turned . , 
untangling the cord, but he set it down and went on “"“‘f ?; 
He put on a white cotton robe she had given him on his . 
birthday, smoothing the lapels lightly and glancing down, bn 
would be sure to feel if he called her now, at the Ixiginning 
the week-end, that he found being alone unendurable and v2 
appealing to her to come home. And that would be unban, 
since she could not come as long as her mother needed her. 
Also, when he hung up and she was inaccessible again, he 
would miss her even more than he did now. And she him. 

There were several glasses on the sink. He washed them 
and turned them upside down to dry. Then he went into th^ 
dining-room which had been shut since her departure. He lei 
all the doors in the flat standing open ; it made him feel easier. 

He did not sleep well. Most of the night he could hear the 
motor of the refrigerator shuddering and rocking as it started 
and stopped. Several times he opened his eyes because of h. 
The light was burning in the bathroom. There was a short 
downpour and mist floated at the window. Towards morning 
he was aware that someone was speaking loudly in the street 
and he listened, breathing heavily. There was enough light to 
see by. He had gone to bed in the cotton robe and he lay, both 
pillows under his head, his hands joined on his chest; his feet 
and outspread legs were visible beside the deep shadow of 
the wall. The air was grey and soft in the long defile of the 


street. 

A woman’s voice cried out, and he flung himself up, brush- 
ing aside the curtains with a clatter of rings. There was a 
commotion at the corner. He saw a man start a crazy rush at 
one of two women ; another threw himself in his way, shriek- 
ing, and held him off. Across the street two soldiers stood 
watching. They had been with the women, it was clear 
enough, and then the man had caught them - perhaps a hus- 
band, a brother, probably the former - and they drew off The 


•JV « ctpns and the woman hung 
man circled with short, ^entiveness, ready to run. Her 
hack dumhly, with horrible had reached her 

high heels knocked on Ae she shook her 

once, her dress was npped r grabbing 

head and pulled back her ^ Deggmg, 'agonized mes, 

at her, and the tnena, round by him. The soldiers 

caught his arms and was ^ ^ entertainment especia y 

had an air of being present themselves from 

arranged for them, and seem on the pavement^ 

time to time. The husband s sote away. She 

he pushed towards his e, swiftly, her soft figure s ^ 
ran up the street awkwardly the same direction, 

ing, and the soldiers started off at on^ ^rher 

The husband did not chase ^ urgently, 

woman with her hands on ^ ar^^ unevenly 

thrusting forward her ace. growled under his rea 

drying from the street. ^ jj^ore tightly. There was a 

and wound the robe around himsdl 3„d 

gleam, as if a naked copper cable was 

rose quickly, passing over ma The 

was toeing its way *rongh “ corn 

woman was stiil speaking to *e Uventhal 

the other way. She wanted him to 

drew the shade and dropped in week-end before him. 

He was up at ten o’clock w* a tr^ was warm. 

The day had changed its 1 j(.y was strong, the 

singularly beautiful. The co feathers rolling before a 

clouds were as white M ^ j,^d hauled at the ^'OSS 

breeze that blew into the c bathed, dressed, an 

of Mrs Nunez’ flower boxra. j.^taurant he took a booth 
went down to breakfast. In weekdays. He 

instead of sitting at counte propiung 

found a copy of the Tribune on 
the paper on *e =“gar f .he w 

Afterv/ards he took a Ji* i 

looking into shop vnndows. , hov/ever. and 

The scene on the comer re < feeling that he 

he returned to it cvcr>^ now ana 
really did not know what went on at>ou 



. nctcx tiiinp': They hung near hirn all the time in 

SimT-tops, usually, or seen from a fflrtance. 

But that did not mean that there was always to be a dist . 
of that sooner or later one or two of the drops ™ght not fa 
on him As a matter of fact he was thinking of Allbee - he \ 
" et at he had stopped spying on him - and ^ 
thought came a faint sick qualm. Once more he remin 
fmself that he'had to call Williston. But gradually 
passed, and his intention sUpped to the back of his mmd. An 
later, when he took' some nickels out of his pocket to pay i 
a drink .and saw an empty phone booth at the rear of the store, 
he reconsidered and decided, for the time being, not to maK 
the call. He had not seen Williston for three years or more, 
and to ask him, out of a clear sky, about something so difficult 
and obscure, perhaps forgotten, might appear stranp. Be- 
sides, if Williston was capable of believing he had injured 
Allbee on purpose, he would be cold to him. And perhaps 
Harkavy was right. Perhaps he would be trying to get Willis- 
ton to assure him that he still liked him, to demand that 
assurance of him more than fairness. He pictured Willistoji 
sitting before him in a habitual pose, at ease in his chair, his 
fingers in the pockets of his vest, red-cheeked, his blue eyes 
seeming to say, ‘So much frankness and no more’, the exact 
amount remaining in doubt. In all likelihood Williston had 
made up his mind that he was responsible for what had hap- 
pened to Allbee and while he would listen - if Ldventhal 
knew him — "with an appearance of courtesy and willingness 
to suspend judgement, he would already be convinced. To 
imagine himself pleading with him filled Leventhal with 
shame. Didnt he know, he himself, that he had never con- 
sciously wanted to harm Allbee ? Of course he did. It was for 
Williston, even if he was his benefactor, to explain why he 
was ready to believe such a thing. And when you said that 
someone was your benefactor, what did it actually mean? 
You might help a man because he was a bother to you and 
you wanted to get nd of him. You might do it because you 
disliked him unfairly and wanted to pay for your prejudice 
and then, f^lmg Aat you had paid, you were free and even 
entitled to detest him. He did not say that it was so in Willis- 


rt-?r,n like this you couldn’t be blamed 
ton’s case, but m a . accused of being cold- 

for examining every possibi ty, ^ people - 

blooded or heartless. It was bettCT to 

there was a hind of comman nnsuspidous 

whole it was Leventhal’s °P™o° than 

character and w “ to be genuinely 

regard everyone with d^rt. t Clristian. But it was 

nnsuspicio^: it was w achnowledge the suspicions 

foolish and nnserable to Because if you 

that came into your mind ui an . „^t front with your- 

had .them you should not put on 

self and deny. that you reasonable enough to admit 

At the same time Leven^ himself from a sense of 

that he might be trymg to r ^ 

obligation to Williston by fin g ^ chance to cancel 

been able to repay him. Was "e be sure. Ah, 

the debt? He did not think so. He w ^ything but 

he told himself, he was sure. H ^ „ 

gratitude. Again and again he had said m y 

that WiUiston had saved him. _ to lose 

But then, as he dwelt on ^ . something he could 

much of its importance. It annoyance. It was up to 

either take seriously or dismi^ a responsible and it 

him. He had only to insist that he 

disappeared altogether. It was ^ value. And 

sation nobody could expect his part in it was 

what more was there for him to say ton 

accidental? At worst, an aca ' simple contrasts. 

The morning, with its Bad a balancing effect 

white and blue, shining an ^ nhooked up, and a slight 

on him of which he w^ con^^^ ^^light. His dean 

smile appeared on h'® tight at the neck; he 

white shirt was tugged at it, draiving his 

put his fingers mside the ban SS j„jt,siiy his goid 

diin up, and he straightened his shut tront c 

wedding ring clicking on to tatto^ ^ ^hili 

in a place opposite a music shop wh 

Standing at one of the broad-swung 



floor blurted out an occasional note, testing a horn, one am 
embracing the shining roundness of the brass. He was blowing 
erratically rich impatient notes and deep snores whose reson- 
ance Leventhal felt somehow entering his very blood as he 
gazed into the sun and dust of the peaceful street. He broke a 
cigar out of its wrapper, making a ball of the cellophane sma 
enough to squeeze into the band. He felt along his thigh for 
matches and, when he had blown out his first puff, he walked 
into a booth and phoned Elena. One of the Villani children was 
sent to fetch her. Leventhal’s eyes remained fixed on the horn 
player during the conversation. 

Elena sounded quieter than usual. She was going to viat 
Mickey at three o’clock. He asked her about Philip and while 
Elena, after she had said, ‘Oh, Phillie? He’s upstairs’, went on 
talking about the hospital, Leventhal conceived the idea of 
spending the day with him and interrupted her to propose that 
Philip come over to Manhattan. 

‘I’ll meet him at South Ferry. If you want me to. I’ll come 
for him.’ 

‘Oh, I’ll send him,’ said Elena. ‘That’s fine. He’ll like it. No, 
he can go on the ferry himself. What’s there to it ? ’ 

Already full of plans, Leventhal hurried into the street. 
They would take a ride along the Drive on an open bus. The 
boy might enjoy that. Perhaps he would prefer Times Square, 
the shooting galleries, the penny arcades and pinball games. 
He congratulated himself on having thought of Philip; he was 
delighted. He would have passed the time tolerably well, he 
reflected, until some time towards evening when he realized 
he had not spoken three words to a living soul and the blues 
descended on him. And Philip, too, would have been left alone 
when his mother went to the hospital. Leventhal took the 
train downtown, and sat in the small square on a benS com- 
manding the ferry gates. 

He kept his swa^y. unimpassioned face turned to the exit. 
The strmn of waitmg made him almost tremble, yet it was 
pleasurable, a pleasurable excitement He wondered why it was 

aat lately “ jx^e than he had ever been 
before to certain kinds of feehngs. With everybody except 
Mary he was mchned to be short and ueutraTou^a^ffly’^a 
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turn them aside. ogices in their Saturday still- 

ned the buildings, the ban changeable colour of 

ness, the pillars ribbed tvi* of the sky 

the \vindows in which the m ogain. You couldn’t find a 
was darkened, dilated, and dar 'ene every touch 

place in your feelings for peo^e going 

like a swinging door, , j^^nd, if you shut your- 

in and out as they pleased. On ' ^ ^^3^. 

self up, not wanting to be a piece of flannel, 

in a ^^dnter hole, or like a mirror m 

And like such a mirror you were m ^ .^as the 

but you didn’t flash, either. he was to the 

peculiar thing. Everybody wan 
limit. When you looked aroun , ^ ^ 

distinctly. In great this morning after he 

When that woman faced her husban 

had most likely tracked her all ^dlfend herself; 

finally caught her catting, too re *I’m being up 

when she faced him, wasn’t^she sa^ ^ whore. She may 
to the limit just what I am . n people to 

have been mistaken m herself. i Therefore hideous 

be right, but only try ^ Good things as well, of 

things were done, cannibalistic th g 

course. But even there, nothing rea yS _ ^ dullness. 

There was something, in people /‘“PioUoess. Both 

together with the caution that e taking 

were there, Leventhal thought, w watching out on this 
care of ourselves, laying time running, running 

ade and on that side, and at * the egg in a 

desperately, tunning as if ™ ™ the egg, sick of it, 

spoon. And sometimes we were tea p ^ 

and at such a time would rath^ ^ ^th the 

■ What they called the powers of ^ ^^d 

spoon, watching the egg, fearing ^ -„o„nts of everything - 
breakable, has to have just the ng _ g-. j^as to keep his 
water, air, food; can’t eat twigs and stones, has p 




band v/itli Indian fi;»«res on his forehead, pushed tlicm vdth 
his wide loe v/lienevcr tiiey slowed dov/n. 'Run three minutes, 
yuarnnlce/ he .s.iid. d’o wind tliern he clasped liicm by the 
head; his ringers were too bij; to get at the key easily, ‘‘llircc 
minute.';. Two bits. They cost me eighteen. 'Hiat's the con.' He 
made his joke sullenly. lb's checks were heavy, his ga'/c un- 
conciliating, 'Three minutes. Don't pe:,tcr. don’t shtup. Buy or 
beat it,' 

1’here was laughter among the bystanders. ‘What's he say- 
ing ? ’ Philip wanted to know. 

‘He's telling them in Yiddish not to pusli,' Lcvcnthal replied, 
lie was reminded of what Allbcc had said about jev/s and 
Hew York. ‘Come on, Phil,' he said. 

On Forty-second Street the boy stopped often to look at the 
stills outside theatres, and Lcvcnthal reluctantly - he did not 
care for movies - asked whether he wanted to take in a show. 
Td {.'ertainly like to,’ Philip said. Lcvcnthal surmised tliat 
MieVaiy’s illness had probably interfered with his Saturday 


moviegoing. 

‘Anv one you want, he said. 

VKdip chose a horror picture, and they bought tickets and 
soused over the brown rugs of the sunless lobby, between the 
‘ .NvAovis lamps in their shattered, dust-eaten silk shades, and 
brocaded chairs, into the stifling darlmess. They sat 

the leather scats. 

-1.1 .-.-MrintlCf wnc cr>n>, T . , , 


i the leather scats. ^ 

,N an old scientist was seen haunting the dress- 

.V,. a theatre where he had murdered his mistress many 
Wo \\;vd hallucinations about a young star who re- 
1 attempted to strangle the girl. Tbe flaring 

m. ' , eyes, the music was strident, and, after 

tint. C " • o' W \\\s wTVes jarred, he went down to the lava- 

Itw, wan there, leaning against a yellow 

y.Lcv. :.:;S^^^darolledTOe. 
r his pa-s • - . tn,’ he said. A man of his ability.’ 

3 had rca'-- ■ : , 

> (»avc'him t.. ■ /--v ^>.,\\y'"vS,%^^cTed Leventhal a light, hold- 

iilip talked on . - Y&^Vween limy white nails; 

;;;« appeared tc ‘Here he’s 

irc. The emotions , r,- 


stolidity. But he glanced 

handsome long head and in ^ot in his nature. 

Elena’s blood might show m seemed to see 

There they had somethmg in common. The boy 

it, too, Leventhal told himself. machine on one of 

Philip put his hand on a ch through his pockets for 

the pillars and Leventhal hastiy i^ohs. The train 

pennies and put in five or s , ^ocolate out of the metal 
rolled in while he was gettmg ondran 

trough, and they abandoned the machme ^^gg^md at 

, ‘What do you say we walk a mu . towards 

Pennsylvania Station. They got out and start 

Times Square. . , onrl thev walked, Leven- 

The air was stiller here in mi to » ^ puzzled by it. 

thal listening to Philip’s chatter, ° r sky-scrapers. 

Philip was curious about y. absorbers? They must 

Was it true that they had to tions of the subway and 

have something to ride out the w . phgy all swayed, 
to take in the play at the top, ^ e arranged in 

Max had told him that in a weather to ride 

parts of the deck to give when t er 

out. , ‘Of course. I’m no 

‘It sounds reasonable,’ said Leve 
engineer.’ , j^at there was under the 

Philip went on, speculating a ^ pipes, water pipes and 
street in addition to foundations. subway, tele- 
sewage, gas mains, the electrica ^ Broadway 

phone and telegraph wires, an 

Volley. _ . charts at Oty Hall.’ Leven- 

‘I suppose they have maps ^ 

thal stopped. ‘What about a dnnK. ^^P^boo stand where 

They had a glass of -nie woman at the tank 

the paper grass bristled onJ:he • ber fingers with 

clapped down the .^nk was slightly bitter with 

their cameo rings rigid. The 

ground rinds. , .roiVpd into a crowd that had 

Coming out of the stand they^ skittered and bark- 

formed around a man selling toy broken shoes, a 

, ed. The peddler, in a flecked sweat shirt 



bones from breaking and his fat from melting. This and that 
Hoards sugar and potatoes, hides money in his mattress, spares 
his feelings whenever he can. and takes pains and precautions. 
That, you might say, was for the sake of the egg. D>nng is 
spoiling, then? Addling? And the last judgement, candling? 
Leventhal chuckled and rubbed his check, 'flierc was also the 
opposite, playing catch with the egg, threatening the egg. 

Boats from the island were arriving cvcr>' few minutes, and, 
after the crowds had several tames poured out and dispersed, 
Leventhal saw Philip standing at the gates. He got up and beck- 
oned him, grunting, 'Here, this way,’ and, waving his arm, ad- 
vanced to the kerb. The noise of the buses made shouting use- 
less. ‘Here, here I’ He motioned, and at last the boy saw him 
and came over. 

‘Well, was it nice crossing?' were Lcvcnthal's first words. 
‘It’s a swell day. You can smell the sea here.’ He breathed 
deeply." ‘Fish and clams.’ 

He observed approvingly that Philip’s short hair was wetted 
and brushed, and that his shirt collar, which lay over the 
collar of his coat, was fresh and clean. He himself was wearing 
a seersucker suit that had just come back from the laundry; it 
made him feel set for the holiday. 

‘Now, how will we go uptown? On the bus?’ He touched 
the boy on the shoulder. ‘There isn’t much to look at on a 
Saturday from the Broadway bus.’ 






•un, 1 get over to iviannattan, 
looks like. Let’s take the subway.’ 

They walked down, Leventhal guiding him through the tur 
stile and the gloom of the curved platform. A distant, rap 
concussion of cars, like hammer blows, came to them i ' 
tunnel. 


tunnel. 

t was fortunate that Philip was talVai-i'irQ f -r i. i j v 
shy. Leventhal would have Lugh\t''i::;tng mproaS 
his past negto, not to be made up for in , .1 " 1 X™, 


It was 


shy, LeventiicLL woma nave thought he was being reoroach 
for his past neglect, not to be made ud for ^ ^ reproach 

He had read such a reproach into ^ ^‘5”“ 

he gave-him the quarter. But there Was no caule f ’ ^ 
Philip talked on fluently, and Leventhal thn misgivn 

times appeared to be elsewhere, was secret? 

The emotions Philip raised m him deepLTwf^rffim 
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leally understands v/hat a mastem^ ^ is, a 

That’s whatlie’s got my admiration iOT. disinfec- 

Leventhal threw away his cigare , ^ sliding 

tants interfered with the taste o efforts of the man 

into the seat. He ^^w woke him up. He rose sud- . 

next to him to push out of the 

denlyandheardthemusicof then^ee 

‘Phil, let’s go. There’s no air m the place, sai 

awonderanybody stays awake. emerged. The lights in 

The street was glaring when th y^ oyer-rich smell of 
the marquee were wan. There was ’ ^ clapping sound 
roasting peanuts and carainel ^ ^ ^jne Leventhal 

came to them from a shooting g ctrong, the swirling 

felt empty and unstable. The sun was too strong, 

traffic too loud, too swift. .What about the park? We 

‘Well, where next?’ he asked. te bad, would 

can take in the zoo. A little fres ..^dwich first and then 
it? Out in the open? We’ll have a sandwich 

walk, down.’ , . „ly ouess whether the 

Philip agreed, and Leventhal c about the 

idea pleased him, or whether, havi g 

movies, he felt obliged to acquiesc ’ for tlie zoo. 

kids,’ he thought. ‘Maybe he ^ g^j-Her confidence in 

But I don’t know why he should 

the understanding between them wa . . he said to the 

■Is there anything you’d ra^er do mstea 
hoy. ‘You don’t have to be afrai o p , ^ against Boston. 

‘The only thing I can think of is afraid to 

But it must be about the fifth inning by now. 

speak up.’ ortnther time. When you ve 

‘Good. We’ll get the ball game Meanwhile 

got something on your mind, wa 

let’s have a bite.’ , immense place, choked 

The restaurant they went in hefore each counter, 

with people. There were . w. he himself went for 

Leventhal sent Philip to buy so (.ygnthal began to eat, but 
sandwiches. They found a table an ^ , ycnthal sat sipping out 

Philip went in scardi of n mustar b * . . ^hc crowd at tlie 

i of Ws bottle. Suddenly there was a stir 



£ront of the restaurant; voices rose sharply. Several people 
stood up on chairs to see what was liappcning. Lcventlia!, too, 
lifted himself up and looked around for Pliilip, frowning, begin- 
ning to feel troubled. He entered the crowd and pushed fonvard, 
‘Here’s my uncle. Uncle!’ shouted Philip, catching sight of 
him. His arm was held by a man whose back was turned but 
whose blond head and cotton jacket Leventhal immediately 
recognized. 

'What are you doing ?’ he said. In his astonishment he spoke 
neither to Philip nor to /vllbee, but, as it were, to them both. 

‘I took the mustard from the table and this man grabbed 
me,’ Philip cried. 

‘That’s right, I did. You put it back.’ 

Leventhal flushed and pulled Philip away from Allbce. 

‘Oh, so this is your uncle?’ Allbee smiled, but his eyes did 
not rest long on Leventhal. He was playing to the crowd and, 
standing there, his head hung awkwardly forward, he could 
hardly keep from laughing at the sensation he was making. 
And yet there was the usual false note, the note of impersona- 
tion in what he did. 

I asked if I could have the mustard. I asked a lady and she 
said it was all right,’ said Philip. ‘Where is she V 

■Thafs right. Leventhal met the distressed eyes of 

a young gurl. White-faced, she pressed her pocketbook to her 
breast. 


‘What did I tell you ?’ 

■You sneaked the mustard jar away. It doesn’t belong to this 
young woman. It belongs to the table.’ 

‘I didn’t see you at the table,’ she cried 

vo“s1y:"y:u°i:^irnp"rt^^^^^^^ .V”" 

out a warrant. I’m not joking.’ happens. 1 11 ge 

‘Oh, I could get a warrant out for 
Very easily. There was a witness.’ ^ ^ ^ battery charge. 

‘I should have broken your nprV' t , , 
large head twitched. Because of muttered. His 

gjjger, he dissembled his 

'Oh, you should have. I wish it 

ed his lips and stared at him. roken. Allbee moisten- 
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•mo is he r “ked Philip- Don’t pay 

‘He’S a nuisance. I used to know nuu^;' 

any attention to him. He s just a nuisance. sandwich 

Uey sat dow. Philip smeared mustard 
and looked silently at his uncle. 

‘It didn’t upset you, did It? -wasn’t afraid 

‘Well, I jumped when he grabbed me, Dur 

of him.’ r M ’ He nushed his plate across the 

‘He’s nothing to be afraid o . P ^ pound- 

table. -Here, eat this half of sight for the 

ing.. He gazed at the entrance. Allbee was 

moment. , better stay away from 

•I won’t stand it.’ he tliought. Hed better si y 

me.’ 


T. 1 iront’ an eve out for Allbee. 
In the thronged zoo, Levent a t g^^me depressed. For if 
Defiant and alert at first, e ^ prevent it? Among 

Allbee wanted to trail ^ o being seen. Fr^ 

so many people could c patched and he endured it 

quently Leventhal felt that h -..Jctaken he made no effort 
passivdy. Half out of fe^ of U, thoughts and 

to catch Allbee. He tried to P himself to behave natur- 

give all his attention to Phi ip, gazing at 

ally. But now and then, movi g Philip, or smoking, or 

the animals, Leventhal, in ^P®^ certain he was being 

smiling, was so conscious of ' himself as if through a 

scrutinized, that he was o - palpitation in his 

strange pair of eyes:^e si e o ^ns 

throat, the seams of his skim tn ^ ^ into his own 
Jeet in their white shoes. Changrf m Om ^ 
observer, he was able to see WIOM. t ■ 
standing so near behind him that he cooW see t^ 
coat, his raggedly overgrown tn 

colour of the blood in his ear; he could^en 
gf his hair and skin. The acuteness and mtimacy 
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him, oppressed and intoxicated liim. The heat was climbing 
again, and the pungency of the animals and the dry hay, dust, 
and manure filled his head; tlie sun, overflowing alx)ve the top- 
most twdgs and bent back from bars and cages, v/hite and 
glowdng in long shapes, deprived him for a moment of his 
sense of the usual look of things, and he was afraid, too, tliat 
his strength was leaving him. But he felt normal again when 
he forced himself to walk on. 

Leaving the zoo, he and Philip went into the park. Philip 
wanted to rest and went towards a bench. But Levcnthal said, 
‘We’ll find a place with more shade,’ because this was at a 


crossing of two paths and exposed to all directions. They sat 
down on a slope where no one could approach unseen. At the 
crossing, about fifty yards distant, there was a knot of people, 
one of whom might have been Allbee, Evening was coming on, 
and a new tide of heat with it, thickening the air, sinking grass 
and bushes under its weight. Leventhal watched. He even 
thought of turning the tables oii Allbec, lying in wait for him 
somewhere. But what if he did trap him, what use was it? 
Would he embarrass him? He was beyond being embarrassed. 
Beat him ? With pleasure. But he felt that he ought to beware, 
for his own sake, of countering absurdity with absurdity and 
madness with madness. And of course he did not want to make 
another scene while Philip was with him. He did not know 

' 1 restaurant. He be- 

heved *at Philip realized how much the incident had discon- 

V ^ feelings. He had a 

mind to talk to him about it. But hp rU,! ^ 

anxiety; furHiemore, he wafiSd 1 2 n 

P J ^ a conversation 

Twt swnrrh^yrat^^^^^^^ rh r -t: 

fte mood of the outing had changed. Philip lSS”rensive- 
he had nothing to say; and it would have be® natural him 

“o ”e“S™ he hadn’t for- 


‘What’s up, Phil?’ he said. 

‘Nothing My feet are tired,’ he answered, and T i. i 
mained in the dark as to what Philip really felt. '’^nthal re 
He decided to take a taxi to the ferry and 

stood up, 



•Di M Timf' to set you back.' He set a rapid 
saying. ‘Let’s go, Phil. Time to g ^ ^ somewhat 

pace towards Fifth Avenue. ^ ^ jn tlie open-roofed 

puzzled by his haste but Island and put him 

on the bus. Then he returned to Ma^ ■ j ^3Sted, 

About nine o'clock, after a going ekewhere. 

he tvas on his tvay home without a 

He wandered into a cigar store, g v,„ught a package of 
beyond the flame on the . j^^ndedly, but, instead 

cigarettes. He took the change a through it to find 

of putting it in his pocket, he beganj^;-^ th g^^^ 

a nickel with which to phone . him, tonight, im- 

a -consuming need to get an exp a 

mediately. He could not undersm" the 

week. He leafed through the directory q 
number out, and went into the oo ■ voice gave 

Phoebe Williston answered, ^n^ n^any times 

him an unexpected stab; he to get advice from 

he had called to ask a patient with 

him, or an introduction. T ^ helplessly and dumbly 

him, usually, and he had o waited, sat in their 

put his difficulties m their hana waiting while his problems 
parlour or hung on to the te ep o contributing nothing to 
were weighed, ''conscious at them but powerless 

their solution, wishing he could w ^gre 

to do so. Inevitably there overdrawn. Whenever 

unwelcome and the Willistons P ^ and heard the 

he rang their bell, or droppe ^ .j^ow will it be this 

dial tone, the question m is despite the fact that the 

time?’ And now, too, it was 

circumstances were are you ?’ 

‘This is Leventhal, he said. ^a?’ He 

‘Leventhal? Oh, jiv it was too much to ask 

thought she didn’t sound considering that this was 

that she should be positively 
his first call in three or four years. 

‘I’m good enough.’ , 

‘You want to talk to Stan, I suppose. 

‘Yes.’ 
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He heard the instrument being laid on the table wth a knock 
and then, for several minutes, the sound of a conversation 
carried on at a distance. *He doesn’t v/ant to talk to me^ 
thought Leventhal. ’He must be telling her tliat she should 
have said he was out.’ Presently the phone was picked up, 
‘Hello, there.’ 

‘Yes, hello. Is that you, Asa ?’ 

Leventhal said without preliminaries. 'Say, Stan, I want to 
see you. Can you give me a little time tonight ?’ 

‘Oh, tonight ? That’s pretty short notice.' 

‘Yes, I know it is. I should have asked if you were going 
out.’ 

‘Well, we were planning to later, as a matter of fact.' 

‘I won’t stay. About fifteen minutes is all I want-' 

‘Where are you now ?’ 

‘Not far. ni grab a taxi.' 

It seemed to him that Williston did not conceal his reluc- 
tance. But when he said, ‘All right,’ Leventhal did not even 
bother to say good-bye. He did not care how Williston con- 
sented to see him, just so he consented. He went into the 
middle of the ^eet and flagged a cab. Of course, he observ'^ed 
to himself getting in, Williston was displeased by his phoning 
and blxirtmg out his request, dispensing with the usual formal- 
ities. But there was much more than that to be concerned about, 
assuming that Williston really did side with Allbee. There was 

fairness, a mans reputation, honour. And there were other 
considerations as well. 

The cab raced uptown, and Leventhal suddenly felt his face 
burning, for he had just recalled a verse his father had liked to 
repeat: 


tun mirYoshke. ruf mir Moshke, 

Aber gib mir die groschke. 

‘Gall me Ikey, call me Moe, but give me the dough What 
it to me If you despise me? What do you think 

you means to m^ What do you have that I care a^u 

the groschenl That was his t 

rejected it and recoiled from it Anvw ^ ^ 

poor and died poor, that stern, proud old f 

loofe to whom nothing mattered save his ad^lge' S^t 


Th«e wariTadvantage. He carried a^^clc 

among his bolts and remnants 'advantage; he 

rat in order to become a i • , , think about 

never became a lion. It g^e e himself to tell the 

his father’s sense of these things. . Y^juiston’s block, 

driver to hurry. But the cab already m 

andhegraspedthehandleofthe oor.^^^ 

He recognized the elderly N gr stooped over 

elevator. Short, broad-shoulde . deliberateness. They 

the lever, handling it with ^ fourth floor. The knocker 
rose and stopped smoothly on e ^ .Roman’s head cast 
on Williston’s door was also 

in copper that surprised you by 1 gf^ook hands with 

Phoebe Williston let him • vigfi.vvalled grey corridor 
her and she up from his chair in *e 

into the living-room. Wdhston sto p spreading 

bay window, a newspaper la * sleeves, the 

around the base of the lamp. ^ ^ forearms. He hadn’t 

cuffs turned back on his smoo ^ Vmwn hair was brushed side- 
lost any of his ruddy colour. _ hung unknotted from his 
ways and his dark green satin tie hung 

buttoned collar. ^ his pleasant, deep 

‘Pretty much the same, eh? be 

voice. , 

‘Yes, iust about, ground,’ Phoebe remarked. 

‘A couple of years older ^ ^ 

‘Well, it goes without saying- the bay window 

Williston brought another cn standing, resting 

and the two men sat down. and Leventhal thought 

her weight on one foot, her arm j^eed have been, 

that her look was fixed on ^ -^-h an air of allowing her 

He submitted to this pro onge Inspect him. 

the right, under the circu^tanc^ out’ she said. ‘How’s your 
‘You seem to be all right, filled » 

wife?’ _ while down South with her 

‘Oh, shes out of town for a wnne, 

mother and family. She’s fine.’ ^ 



place r ' *" *'' 

Be'arf^ri°Li°V f°* ^'’'= ■'■'’<= job, Burke and 

Beard, same people. I guess Stan knows ’ 

pak sIowILZIm p? " '’““■‘“o- She was a 

Lt'tine her ne^M • u”" “ ""‘“O'’' '"^lining her head and 
twisting ner necklace in her finpf>rc cu^ ^ i , . , , 

the kitchen. Williston explain.^ •ThSv T hack With her to 

way around.- Leventlial.'ri^'thfl” "!;r ^ 

household that had more of the f f conscious of a 
habit than any he had ever known T established 

chair, crossing his feet hk fine Wilhston lay loosely in his 

in the metal gumd S' Z sZk' **' 

flowerpots with blossoms coarsSa^h'S 

them, Leventhal considered how he^Zovl/f 

prepared. It had seemed simple enouah v, I ™' 

ance and he wanted an exDknaSr^n ^ 

on finding Williston roused’^^painsrh-^^'^n^'’^ 

expected him to sit back and^w^r certainly had not 

of the time he had requested r * ® mmute after minute 

effect Williston was havinp n had not foreseen the 

was like. More than once^n"th”"’L*’® '^hat he 

him. He had been full of ra ^ ° ^ he had mistrusted 
Williston was uneasy abom towards him when he thought 
occasion and others he had n ^ letter. But on that 

did when he was faro f ^^ged his opinion; he invariably 
complaining, but soon MHth Widiston. He came to him 
pened, he began to feel unc knowing how it hap- 

and he was unable to start H ^ ground. So it was now, 

down, over the heads of the fl ^ window looking 

in the depth of the park belo sprinting headlights 

on a curve and illuminated rlT n turned 

a steep hillside, one beam °^^ders and trailing bushes of 

immobility of black and green ®^°^or passing through an 

‘I wanted to talk to you 

at last. ‘Maybe you understand ° u your friend Allbee,' he said 
Williston was immediatelv 

in his chair. ‘Allbee? Have vn^ interested ; he lifted himself up 

‘I sure have.’ ^ him ?’ 
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he doing? Where did 

'I lost track o£ Wm years ago. 
you see him ? ’ Questions till he knew v 

. But Leventhal would answa ^ time y 

lie ^.ood vtith Wilhston. ‘W^at ^ 

savfhim?’ he said. ;n<;urance money- His ^ 

•Nothing. He was living on msuranc 

lulled, yon know.’ 

‘I heard.’ ,, t , 

‘Ithit him hard. He loved h^- funeral. An 

■AlLright,helovedher.Hediantg 

whydidsheleavehim?’ curiously, ‘^y’ 

Wffliston raised his eyes to h someth g 

vnth a certain reserve, I can y 

between them.’ , rebuke in this and he c a 

Leventhal was quick to fee party never ^ 

his tone somewhat. ‘Yes, I gu^ He out 

the true story. I 'I’m not trying to 

ou^t to explain himself -u^jgiuess. I have a goo 
something that’s none ?’ 

Maybe you have an idea ^ ^ renlied. x-aVe his 

■Well, I think I do.- Wi!^ ^derstand onsible 

Uventhal's heart ran hot 1 m resp 

side; he said. ‘You know what aDO 

for everything, just as he o • ' said Wi * 

■EvS:Sng tak. “ecmc ahoutj— o^ed 

are you driving at .1 ^as not qui 

going to land on ^as beginning ^ get some* 

and genial, better, much better. May 

^venthal thought, B ^ark face forward. 

«here.-Hebentbishea^dmk^ “y*“fd Sain toga 

‘I didn’t come to ^ yo" 


: Jtl^IrT you don’t 

• ” "SkS'^Y iTto Mto was bred 

me right out h you 
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‘You do? You want to?’ Williston asked this grimly, as if 
offering him the opportunity to reconsider or withdraw the 

question. 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Well, I think it is.* 

A hard stroke of disappointment and anger went through 
Leventhal and drove the breath from his body. His limbs were 
empty; his thighs felt hollow and rigid as brass, and he could 
not stir his hands from them. He hardly knew what expressions 
were crossing his face. 

‘It is. ... It is ?’ he said, struggling. ‘I don’t see why.’ 

‘For definite reasons.’ 

Leventhal, his glance bitter and uncertain, said stumblingly, 
‘I wanted to know . . .’ 

Leventhal continued more surely, *I asked you, so you were 
boimd to give me your opinion. If it’s right, fair enough. But 
what if it’s wrong ? It might be wrong.’ 

‘I’m not infallible.’ 

‘No. When you say it’s my fault, you’re as good as telling 
me that I set out to make trouble for Allbee because of the 
way he acted towards Harkavy that night at your house, here. 
It must mean that I wanted to get even with him because of 
what he said about Jews.’ Williston’s frown told him that this 
was something he didn t want to hear. Ah, but he would hear 
it, Leventhal said to himself fiercely. ‘That’s what Allbee 
clauns, that I wasn t going to let him get away with it and I 
made a plan to get him kicked out of his job. So, now, do you 
think that too ?’ 

‘I didn’t say so.’ 


‘But if you blame me you must have the same idea. I don’t 
see any difference. And what if it is wrong? Isn’t it awful if 
you’re wrong ? Doesn’t it make me out to be terrible without 
giving me a chance to tell my side of it ? Is that fair ? You may 
think you have a different slant on it than Allbee has, but it 
comes out the same. If you believe I did it on purpose, to get 
even, then it s not only because I’m terrible personally, but 

because I’m a Jew. ^ 

Williston’s face had flamed up harshly. At either comer of 
his mouth there was a white spot of compression. He looked 
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f tlie dangerous strain 
at LeventJial as though to warn ® you, Asa, that that 
on his self-control. ‘I shouldnt a misunderstan 

wouldn’t enter into it with me, abou 

me. I hope Allbee didn’t tell you that I agr 

that. 1 don’t.’ . nn to the same thing, as 

■That sounds fine, Stan. it ed me uP 1 

far as I’m concerned. You think ^ jeW 

V, 'anted to get him in bad. Why ,__'t forgive yo". "fh^t s 

touchy, and if you hurt them oy any room 

the pound of flesh. Oh, I know y change any 

in you for that*, its superstition. Bm y ^ ^ you 1 

thing by calling it s’iP“'^°°"'’" middle Ages." My Godl We 
hear people say, ^ “ivhat we really tbink and 

have a name for everything ex pt ^ 

feel.’ ,„^at I feel and think, 

‘Loofe like you’re pretty sure o v 
Williston said stingingly. and the^ yo^r 

ed to fight off his exasperation. Th J you got 

; own inLtion. You take you aimed 

Allhee in trouble purposely. , ^y opinion is th^^ 

i to hurt him and maybe ytm i You lost him his pf’* ^ 

! didn’t. But the effect was the ^ ^35 shaky at Dills; 

i might have lost it anyway,^ eventually. He w 
’ they had him on probation. 

; : -How do you know r R^^ger about it later. 

•I knew it then and I bad a talK wi 

He told me so himself. ^ _ • Go on 1’ he said. 

LeventhaVs black eyes *; ^gbt away but you 

•Tbafs the story. I would have tdd ^u 

wanted to jump all over me he either gave 

brought yon up to Dill s on ^ Yhey had 

you instructions or isn’t an easy person to 

ir in for each other. I guess Rudiger 1 

nl“se hfwas giving AUhee a last ckanc^" Z that he 
Ln likely to Mta to make ^ 

:^"^S'lerMb:\ad reasons for wanung to 

is crazy. You can't answer for everybody 



But that’s what Rudiger 

you recommend. YOU know aat... But th 

told you?’ . 

Williston nodded. ^ anything to do with it ? 

didn’t ABbe^ Zn^. I won’t deny rt. 

■He lost quite a few ]OM 

His reputation wasn’t goo^, ytensely curio®. 

■Was he on a ym. His face was directed 

lowers, rough and crumbhng in the 

about the drinking H'^^e drank.’ 

■wagon. He wasnt fired b .j ^ay it really seems 

^1o ...' lit “^paused and gazed abstractedly 

to be my fault, motionless on his knees. ‘In one 

to get him in double. 1 didn’t 

rwthSSrlankudigerwaslike...’ 

■waited in vain. -know what I was walking into ? 

‘How was ^ j ^on’t see how anybody works for 

he said., right away to tear at me like a 
him. He s vi 

dog-’ M that never in all his experience had he had 

‘Rudiger said tnai 

such an ^^^’^f!lked back to him. He’s used to doing what- 
‘Hobody ever xai^ 

ever he likes. He colour had deepened again to a hard red 

V/illiston _ yourself off so easily. You were fighting 

interrupte • ^ 3 yg_ You were worst with Rudiger, but I 

everybody. 3 3nd he wouldn’t 

^eard ot ow You should have had 

give g^ent than to blow up.’ 

hetten .^pe the spit off my face and leave like a gentleman ? 
thW much of myself if I did.’ 

iwonldntm 

‘That’s l^st It* 



. 1 ^ mvqelf? Well He checked 

■What is? What I dnnk "\„tmissive shrug. ‘I don t 
.himself, sighed, and gave a ,t jstft only the ]ob 

know. You go to see a man lookout: he's got his own 

but your right to live, ay something he can use. 

interests. But you think y jje tells you you 

You're there to sell “ oX what he wants, but noth- 

haven't got a goddam down like that. He =u 

ing. Cairist, nobody wants “ ^e “t^. {ace was wet He 
denly felt weak-headed ^d the soft circle of 

changed the position of his tee 

the carpet. -hni- 

‘ You were wrong.’ , , ‘My nerves were sn 

•Maybe,' Leventhal said ^ y *e right way. 

And 1 never was any 8°°“ f j, 

I don’t know how to please th . g^ectly true/ said Wil 

‘You’re not long on tact, that s P 
ton. He seemed somewhat That’s my word of honour. 

‘I never intended to hurt 

‘I believe you.’ favour if you’d te 

‘Do you? Thanks. You’d do me a ta 

V 1 told you before that 1 haven't seen 
‘I don’t see him. I tola yo , 

for years.’ ^ himself to his ol en 

Allbee was ashamed to ^ly natural. 

Leventhal thought. Of course 1 

‘He thinks I’m his worst enemy. ^ -ghat’s he doing ? I ^ 
‘Where did you run into hi _ of sight 

even know he was still in Ne Leventhal said. 

■He's been following me aro™d^i ;,5 ^th Allbee. Wilte- 
told Williston about his three , g^pression and a mo 
ton listened with a gravely at die corners of 

fied but noticeable disapprow see what hes a 

bis mouth. Leventhal conclu e 

I can’t find out what he wants. _ rtainly ought’ 

'Yououghtto,' said Williston. YOU 

‘Does he mean that I ough tc^ahably, was what 1^^ ^ 
Leventhal to himself. That aii dear. He felt that 

plied. But what and how ? , ^.ome to say. The really 

be bad not said everything he 



• things the deepest issues, had not been touched 

VTiportant thi^' necessary for him to accept some of 

w ^Tfor Allbee's comedown. He had contributed to it, 

to what extent he was to hlame. 

K^mahing a last great effort to hold on to hrt 
iob . . . However, it was time to go. He had taken up 
mnrp than his fifteen minutes. He stood up. ^ 

wilfeton said at the door that he expected to hear from 
him about the matter; he was very much interested m wha 

Levmtharpressed the button tor the elevator. It rtarted up 
with a subdued meshing and locking of the metal doors an 
rose with measured slowness. 


In bed later, lying near the wall, his knees pulled up and 
his face resting on the striped ticking of the mattr^s, Leven- 
thal went over his mistakes. Some of them made him wince; 
others caught at his heart too savagely for wincing, and he 
stifled his emotion altogether and all expression, merely mov- 
ing his lids downward. He did not try to spare himself; he 
recalled them all, from his attack on Williston tonight to the 
original scene in Rudiger’s office. When he came to this, he 
turned on his back and crossed his bare arms over his eyes. 

But even as he did . so, he recognized one of those deeper 
issues that he had failed to reach before. He was ready to accept 
the blame for losing his head at Dill's. But why had he lost it? 
Only because of Rudiger’s abuse? No, he, he himself had begun 
to fear that the lowest price he put on himself was too high 
and he could scarcely understand why anyone should want to 
pay for his services. And imder Rudiger’s influence he had felt 
this. ‘He made me believe what I was afraid of,’ Leventhal 
thought, and he doubted whether Williston could have under- 
stood this. For he belonged to the professional world and was 
loyal to it. There was always a place for someone like him, 
there or elsewhere. And another man’s words and looks could 
never convert him into his own worst enemy. He did not have 
to worry about that. 

Williston had not tried to justify Rudiger, true, but to Leven- 
thal it was apparent that he himself was considered the greater 


o«c. Md looMng a. the « 

and taking AHbec’s been sent wth instnic- 

all, plausible tliat he, bc^en . suspected Allbee an 

tions to make a Ice. ItLd s 

Rudiger of rigging it up ^ also to Audiger. Only to 

able to him and it seemed ^easo^ oc- 

Rudiger the suspicion ;^e land of man he was. 

curred to him, probably. „ _ he ran his hand dow 

There was still his chest which began wth 

his throat and through the Had he unknowngly, 

the shaven line above his c Allbee? He was 

that is, unconsciously, he was angry, oi course, 

sure he hadn’t. Tire night o V/illiston had said ^ ® 

But since then. no. 'brutliful whether he really did. 

believed him; he wondere ’ , ^^di Williston. 

It was hard to tell where you sto 
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• . Hartavy early Sunday afternoon in a cafe- 
Leventhal ran into Harkavy 

teria on Fourteenth Street. as to eat. 

He had come in as muc behind him, and he 

The glass door shut on the W ^d paused, 

advanced a few steps coolness of the place 

opening his mouth a and he picked one up and 

The lirays were on a stand called him back. He 

started towards the counte . machine. She smilei 

had forgotten to pull a ch Leventhal did not r^pond. 

r^ed^r^: — 

"".rfyou hard of hearing ^is -ming? Man. I called you 
three, four times.’ yelling too. I can’t hear every- 

‘Hello. Oh, the cashier was y 

thing at once.’ , you? Anyway, come sit 

‘You’re not very alert ^y brother-in-law - you 

with us. I’m here with some people. My 



know Julia's husband, Goldstonu - and some of his friends.' 

■ Uh“u d^slid Harkavy . ' Shitcarfs one of them/ 

‘That musician ? The ^ npvcr 

w any longer. Give the woman your order or > o“ ” ^ 

-tnA nn No he’s not in that line any more. He s w 
btg Hdlywood outfit, Persevalli and Company, ‘“e- 

and tato farmers, or whatever you call them. And yo 
member Schlossberg. 

‘Oh/ sure you do. The journalist. He writes for the Jewish 


papers.’ 

‘What does he write?’ 

‘Whatever comes to hand, I think. Nowadays, thea e 
niscences - he used to be a theatrical man. But science, too, 

hear. You know, I can’t read Yiddish.’ 

‘Let me have a Swiss on rye,’ said Leventhal over the coun • 
‘Elderly man, isn’t he? Didn’t I meet him at your house witn 

someone else ? ’ ^ fi vp ’ 

‘Thatfs right; his son, whom he still supports at thirty-nv . 


IS nc • ► -L 4- ^ 

‘LIo, just looking around; hasn’t made up his mind abou 

vocation. There are daughters, too. W orse yet.’ 

‘Loose?’ , 

‘Here’s your sandwich,’ said Harkavy. The woman sent tne 

plate across the counter with a spin and a rattle, and Harkavy 
Lurried Leventhal to his table. The three men shifted their 
chairs to make room. 

‘This is an old friend of mine, Leventhal.’ 

‘I think I used to know Mr Shifeart,’ said Leventhal. HoW 
are you ? - When I roomed with Dan, we met.’ 

‘In the bachelor days,’ Harkavy said. ‘Goldstone - no in- 
troduction needed. And this is Mr Schlossberg.’ 

Shifeart was bald and high-coloured, his neck was thick and 
his lips small but fleshy. He said amicably, ‘Yes, I think I 
place you,’ and with a spanning hand pressed on the round 
gold rims of his glasses. Schlossberg repeated his name sonor- 
ously but obviously did not remember him. He spoke in deep 
tones, not always distinctly because of his heavy breathing. 


vu -1 ctiirdv grey head, hulking 
He was a large face- his eyes were blue and 

shoulders, and a wide was rather worn, 

disproportionately small, ^ ^some of his 

But he was vigorous an i as a younger man) sensua , 

remarks evoked him, for he ^ ^ ^ double-breasted vest 

powerful, ftashy, a dandy Vnitted tie which had lost 

tinted shoes attested. with a hold, broad 

Z shape with pulling “ ^Ztohlm. 

knot. Leventhal felt himself soonglyd^w 

•we were just ^^®j’>“^:„:?ringlng his long, bony, 

hairy handtothebackofteh^d W -h^s 

‘Persevalli is the one that maKes 
a great showman. 

•But you picked *e girl. Harkavy. 

‘I didn’t know she was yo ^ 

‘Yes, I saw her singing vnth a band 

‘You don’t say.’ t wac on vacation.' , 

■AttheshoreinNew]ersey.Iw^“^ 

•ae’s very appealing,' said Gol^one. ^ 

■You might not like her much mpcrsOT^ pi,,. 

•Why, she certainly looks hke a gmg y f 

tures,’ said Harkavy. _ ^^d pass her on the street 

‘Yes, she has magnetic eyes. But you p 

any day and not notice her.’ ^ professional 

‘Oh, I don’t know,’ Harkavy . Pin still unspoUed. I 

attitude in this, seeing so cameras, but there 

suppose you can do a ° You can’t fake those gor 

has to he something to start , u^lible public agam ? 

geous sex machines, can you ? Or is i 

They look genuine to me.’ in, that’s what 

‘Some really are. And if the rest 
they’re supposed to do.’ . . coidstone remarked. 

‘It must be quite a knack to p ^ ^ test 

‘It isn’t all guesswork. personally, don’t care for 

for every girl you see. But I plywood.’ 

some of thebest successes I sent into Hoiiyw 

‘Which do you ?^^^^^ere’s Kola Hook.’ 

• Oh,’ he said slowly, thmking, th 


•You don’t mean it/ said Schlossbcrg. ’A little cactus plant 

•I'^nk S has a kind of charm. Or what’s the matter vrith 

Livia Hall?’ 

‘Such a discovery V 
‘She is. I’ll stand up for her.’ 

'Oh, a firebrand.’ Tlie old man’s countenance was too larp 
for fine degrees of irony. Only Shifeart, his lips open to begin 
his reply, did not join in the laughter. 

‘What’s the matter ; hasn’t she got any tiling ?’ 

‘She’s gotl’ Schlossberg waved him down. ‘God made her 
a woman, so who are we to say ? But she isn't an access. I 
saw your firebrand last week in a picture. What is it? She 
poisons her husband.’ 

‘In The Tigress: 

‘What a lameness 1’ 

‘I don’t know what your standards are. A perfect piece of 
casting. Who else could have done it ?' 

‘Wood, so help me. She poisons her husband and she watches 
him die. She wants the insurance money. He loses his voice 
and he tries to appeal to her she should help him. You don't 
hear any words. What is she supposed to show in her face? 
Fear, hate, a hard heart, cruelness, fascination.’ He shut his 
eyes tightly and proudly for a moment, and they saw the 
veins in his lids. Then he slowly raised them, turning his face 
away, and a tremor went through his cheeks as he posed. 

‘Oh, say, that’s fine 1’ Harkavy cried, smiling. 

‘That’s the old Russian style,’ said Shifcai^. ‘That doesn’t go 
any more.’ 

‘No? Where’s the improvement? What does she do? She 
sucks in her cheeks and stares. A man is dying at her feet and 
all she can do is pop out her eyes.’ 

‘I think she was marvellous in that show,’ said Shifeart. ‘No- 
body could have been better.’ 

‘She is not an actress because she is not a woman, and she 
is not a woman because a man doesn’t mean anything to her. 
I don’t know w at s e is. Don’t ask me. I saw once Nazimova 
in The Three isters. e s the one whose soldier gets killed in 
a duel over a nothing, foolishness. They teU her about it. She 
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"“lem^r^t'shkartsaidsardon.^^^^^ success 

stTa^rcU .ss -Ss — - 

and not recognfec her to recogntxe ^ 

*em all feel his 'Eighty a °n,shme n^ 

actress, or that a man should t ^° , „ou*. ste 

It used to be an actress ^ ' ^^en she whispa^d tears 

had flesh on her. she J' . a word yonr „ 

came in your eyes, and *e stage or ofl the stage 

And it didn't mahe any difference, 
you knew she was an actr^s. gravely. 

Hestopped-They considerrfto^^“^J^„ ,,ory Aon 

‘Say; began Harkavy. My tat presented a 

Lily ung4. the Enghsh was stiU alive, and 

comrt hy Edward the Seventh. Old A- . ., <Mf. 

hewasthe^ceof Wate. isn't itt' said Sbif . 

^^^Thads the one they cal ,,,,„^ 3 l's W- 

' I've heard this.' Goldstone g« “P counter. 

■Doesn't anyone want coffee? I m going 

‘Is it good, Monty ? .^^oirrite ' He strode off to 

‘My late father-in-law’s favourite, ti 
table. ^ j. I -^vas old enough to vo 

‘Pop told me this one after I Before that 

saved up all his best stories yourself and they know 

But o£ cour^ yon pich nP ^^Y^u^taow that f 

it. Its only off the record. We ,y^^ Langtry he 

sport. And when he fell ® pie in love want to te s«n 

present her at court. Thy ^ | it known. I sup^se ' 
together in public. Proud to “„Csav 

dangerous outcome. s°”""”Yd What was Lily going to s^ 
her. Everybody was aoandah^; ^ngty at hawng 

to the old woman, and^woulto wherever? Ml the 

her son's mistress in St Ja^ ceremony. She came out, and 
reporters were waiting after m to Her Majesty? I 

,, th^ asked h<^, “Lily, thing.” said Lily. "But 

.^as worried that I would say th 



last moment the right one came to me. llussed e cm 

''“isrwenfaroundte table. Goldstone, carrying the tray, 

pulled his chair asi^ wUh to in the Hundred Yearn 

wT'^'^Ha?^ e^lSel. to round eyes shining at them. 
‘Tdorv^tnuch i£ she would hiss the queen's dress, sa.d 

"Sght, I tell it as my father did. I haven’t changed a 

old woman being a German, she figured she’d under- 

^^hm? No! that’s Ae Hanoverian motto,’ Goldstone said. 
‘That was a deal. A German queen, a British Empire, and 

”^JSrS'°n''MSrarr'Sd Goldstone. ’Wasn’t be English 
horn?’ 

‘But his father.* ^ 

‘Not even his father. His grandfather. He was an authentic 

Pngiishman, if citizenship stands for anything.’ 

.|.je -wasn’t an Englishman to the English,’ Leventhal said. 
‘Why, they loved him,’ said Goldstone. 

‘Then who said he was the monkey on John Bull’s chest ? 

‘He had enemies, naturally.’ 

‘I understand they never took him in,’ Leventhal declared. ^ 
‘Wrong I’ Harkavy cried. ‘He was a credit to them and to us- 
‘I don’t see that,’ Leventhal slowly shook his head. ‘It didnt 
liiake any difference to them that Victoria was a German. But 

Disraeli . . • ? . j • 

‘He showed Europe that a Jew could he a national leader, 

said Goldstone. . 

‘That’s Leventhal all over for you,’ exclaimed Harkavy. 
‘That shows you where he stands.’ 

‘Jews and empires? Suez and India and so on? It never 
seemed right to me.’ 

‘To teach the world a lesson -with empty hands - I know 


. ^ rt-Ht^rkavy stared at 

to stuS was certaudy tas j,„. 

pnmanding eyes, me ^ BismarcK. 

was an Englishman an ^ depart- 

Der alter Jude, das ist der M®’"' an empire arfi a dep 

■Is there such a difference beW« , „s. 

ment store?’ asked Shifeart. coidstone. j 

■And he was managing *e B. Disraeh, due 

Company. The sun never se ^ 

buyer.' , ,, iv-en a little reluctant P^ 

Lventhal at the onto had - ^ to be ^ 

and- had a fleeting Mot had he But novr, 

or lured out. of his «citumi^- ‘ suh]^- By . 

first remark, that he had much T 

.. he was unable to n expresseu 


lured out. of his «ctturnuy . . - ubiect. 

1st remark, that he be Bold back bis ^ them, 

to his surprise, he was yaWe t^ Before expressed 

were his, of course, . lude in- 

and they sounded ‘'^^,Sf'er,^o he was a 

‘You bring up was a bargainer, 

stead of Englishman ^ Harkavy. 

Jew to Mm, naturally Bismarck on the Jews, w 

‘Don’t misreprese ^ ^j^gir load.’ , . ' « great race. 

‘Be careful, boy. He light d ^f^fpwiS mare.” ’ 

■Yes, he bad a? stalliou and a m 

What was it, now t s^d Schlossberg. Hayi 

■Aregdar Kentucky Derby, 

body.’ for a ^ ^ -his way of 

■Ln’t be down “^an. That was ,ust hrs w y 

Stone. ‘He was an o iJ4.4pcof both.’ «vifho wants 

talking ahoutthebestau^y, suhlossberg sard. Who w 

‘Who needs bis compbme ^ 

them?’ , flattery to you? be 

‘Does it sound .^. -l gad questioningly- gj.g^ ‘You’re 

band from tbe top of his^^^ , Goldstone answered. 

have one word of praise 

too?’ . r -nisraeli?’ demanded Harkavy. 

‘Why do you have it in ^ ^ wanted to lead Eng an . 

‘I don’t have it in for • 109 



T cnifp of the fact that he was a Jew, not because he cared 
In spite of People laughed at his nose, so he took 

,rughed at L poetic silk clothes, so he put on 
V rnd tZ laughed at his books, so he showed them, He 
goTinto politics and became the prime minister. He did it al 

on nerve.’ 

tharBut I don’t admire it. It’s all right to overcome a weak 
ness but it depends how and it depends what you call a we 
ness . Julius Caesar was sick with epilepsy. He learned to n 
with' his hands behind his back and slept on the bare groun 
Common soldier. What was the reason 7 His disease Why 
should we admire people like that? Things that are life and 
death to others are only a test to them. Whafs the good o 

such greatness V . u ^ 

‘Why, you’re succumbing yourself to all the things that ar 

said against us,’ Harkavy began in an upbraiding tone. 

‘No, I don’t think I am,’ said Leventhal. He declined to argue 
further. He had already said too much and he gave notice by 
the drop of his voice that he intended to say no more. 

A Filipiuo busboy came to clear the table. He was an old 
man and frail looking, and his hands and forearms were whit- 
ened by immersions in hot water. The cart loaded, he bent his 
back low over it, receiving the handlebar in his chest, and 
pushed away slowly. Behind the steam tables, one set of white- 
lettered menu boards was hauled down and another sent up m 
the steel frame with a clash. 

‘I have seen only one actor do Disraeli,’ said Goldstone. ‘That 


■yyas George Arliss. 

‘Made for the part, that man,’ Shifeart asserted. 

‘Him I liked in that,’ said Schlossberg. ‘You’re right. Jack, 
be was made for it. He had the right face to play it, wdth his 
thin lips and long nose.’ 

‘Somehow I’ve passed up all the Victorias,’ remarked Gold- 
stone. ‘ I haven’t seen a single one.’ 

‘So what have you missed?’ said Schlossberg. ‘A successful 
Victoria I have yet to see. 

Xt was a slow hour in the restaurant. On all sides there were 



j tables turned on an angle to 
long perspectives of to symmetrical ctet« ^ 

appear diamond-sbaped, ea From end to en 

»^salt. pepper, and ■'^^“Jrthe ataost empty fdace At 

symmetry put a kind of moOon m ® 

the rear, under the scene o j^g towards the sun ^ 
of the employees sat smokmg, ^ 

the street. , contended. ‘Dont yo 

‘I have seen good ones/ Shifcart 

any of them?’ cbould be so many ° pp^i 

•1^0. One thing is why there sho^ ordinary-loo^S 

Maybe it’s because she was so P ^35 to be pulled 

has a lot of appeal .popular ? ’ He heH f 

a little. Isn’t it so? Why ^ abetter answer, bne 

hands to them as though sohcitmg a b ^^^^^eeper. It goes 

Albert; she was stubborn; she ^ ^ ^ 

over.’ ^ -K til was a good Victoria/ sai 

, thought Eunice Sherhath was „ at 

^'^She. a healdry, beautiful lady, ifs a pleasure ^ 
her,’ said Schlossherg. .ghe can’t act . 

‘So what’s the matter . cr^mossberg.’ • 

only wish you bad her contrac, ^ pm ’ 

•Why imt?’ Scblossberg admitted. ^ ^ ff:her 

I’d like to be thirty years old today ^ can t 

off than it is. Besides, my pants j^gine. And partly 
money? She must make plenty, I act? ^ ^ , 

has it coming because ^^es goo |jj,leed he could, ^ ^ice 
play a better Victoria myse^ amusement, if his 

Leventhal "with more respect 

weren’t so deep. . j c^iifcart. , 

‘Yes, in skirts you could be a to, ^ replied- W 

‘Anybody could be a hit today, ^^g^lar oamivak Evety 
the public so cra2y to be plea^ ■ jack, do > 

body is on the same side wi^ ^ actress?’ 

think you have ever discovered a good Waters. 

‘You mean an artist, I suppose, no 
‘1 mean an actress.’ 

' ‘Then 1 say Livia Hall.’ 

‘You mean that?’ 


Ill 



said Schlosst>crg. 'A pair of chopsticks. 

SMfcan. .tout^ne* Kot ^Jr;. 

fody f 

iob to entertain you and maybe nobody docs. 

‘You are a tough critic. Marcus.’ Gold-stonc said. ^ 

•nn 1 make up the specifications?’ said Schlosslierg. 

seller menscii! I'm speaking for you. too. Tills is 
Between ourselves we can tell the truth, can t wc? What s t 
Liter with tlie truth? Evcr>-tliing comes m Pac'^'''S“' ^ 
in a package, you can bring the devii in the hoasa People 
rtnrkaees. If you will wrap it up. they will take it, 

.? didn’t claim the woman was Ellen Terry. I only said s e 
was a good actress. You have to admit, Schlossbcrg. shes go 

some ability.’ , x, .... x . 

‘For some things, maybe. Not too much. 


•But some?’ 

‘Yes, some,’ Schlossberg carelessly granted. 

‘Something at last pleases him, thank God!’ Sliifcart said. 

‘I try to give everybody credit,’ declared the old man. *I am 
not a knocker. I am not too good for this world.’ 

Flo one contradicted him. 

‘Well,’ he said. ‘And what am I kicking for?’ He checked 
their smiles, holding them all with his serious, worn, blue 
eaze. ‘I’h ^ human and it’s bad 

to be more than human. What’s more than human ? Our friend 
- ’ he meant Leventhal, ‘was talking about it before Caesar, if 
you remember, in the play wanted to be like a god. Can a god 
have diseases? So this is a sick man’s idea of God. Does a 
statue have wax in its ears? Naturally not. It doesn’t sweat, 
either, except maybe blood on holidays. If I can talk myself into 
it that I never sweat and make everybody else act as if it was 
true, maybe I can fix it up about dying, too. We only know 
what it is to die because some people die and, if we make our- 
selves different from them, maybe we don’t have to ? Less than 
human is the other side of it. I’ll come to it. So here is the 
yrhole thing, then. Good acting is what is exactly human. And 
if you say 1 tough critic, you mean I have a high opinion 




Thk is ray whole idea. More than homm. 

of what is human. Thi > human, you dont 

can you have any use for hie ( 

either.’ e that invited interruption 

He made a pause - it was noi o 

- and went on. _ Whafs the matter with her ? 

■This girl Livia in ihe Tisre . \ no 

She commits a murder. W hat are to mention 

hate, no fear, no lung.s, no hem. Nothing is 

what else is missing. Nothing . , ^ jt should be so 

Wiling him, less than human. jjtaid positively to look 

a^Y^lll the whole audience sho pretty or what to 

in. her face. But I don t know i what is 

have feelings. You see right away a 

human because her husbands is breathing and 

thing. It’s all in packages and package so you can 

then it isn’t breathing, and you p, for the winter. Now 

marry another package and go to ^ sounds very interest- 

maybe somebody will ansv.'er me. 'human. Tell me, 

ing. You say less we study people so much 

please, what is human? And 7 nature - I wnte 

now that after we look and loo n weigh it and 

science articles myself - after you you might say, 

turn it over and put it under a ^ nothing, his life is 

“What is all the shouting about . a i^jgh. 

nothing. Or it is even lousy and what? With greatness 

ness doesn’t like, so he hokes it up. ^ white I know; 

and beauty. Beauty and greatness . 'beauty?” ^ 

I didn’t make it up. But grea ^ you know? 

say, “What do you know? No, it is one way to 

You shut one eye and look at a ’afferent. I am as sxire 
you. You shut the other one and i and.white. 

about greatness and beauty as you a gteat thing. Do you 

- T__ Tr t'O ^ - -r _ 


know better? I’m entitled as mucn ' f,y the neck? 

Do you have to be? Is somebo y ^ dignity. Nobody 

Have dignity, you understand whom should this 

knows enough to turn it down. dignity, then 

mean something if not to an actor . , , 

ItellyouthereisagreatmistakesomewHer . . 



^S'l^n^ShiJcan laughed. He drew a carf 
ot his wallet and threw it towards him. Como and 

“Te“c'2d"'fdl'nrar’Leventhal. who seemed to he the only 
^tn disaDprove of the joke. Even Schlossberg himself smiled, 
m sunlight fell through the large window over their ea s. 
^seemed^to Leventhal that Shifeart, though he was 
looked at him with peculiar disfavour. Still he did not ]Oi 
He picked up the card. The others were rising. 

‘Don’t forget your hats, gentlemen,’ called Harkavy. 

musical Lsh of the check machine filled their ears as 

they waited their turn at the cashier’ s dazzling cage. 


II 

*I saw Williston last night,’ Leventhal mentioned to Harkavy 
outside. 

‘How is Stan? Oh, yes, about that thing you were telling me. 
HarkaAO'" would perhaps have said more, but the others were 
waiting for him. ‘Say, one of these days let me know how 
you’re making out with it, will you ? ’ . 

‘Sure,’ Leventhal said. And Harkavy loitered off eastward 
on Fourteenth Street with Goldstone and his friends. He w’^as 
the tallest among them. His yellow hair drifted flimsily, silkily 
over his bald spot. Leventhal watched him go. He would not 
admit to himself that he felt deserted. ‘Maybe it’s a good thing 
he isn’t interested,’ he thought. ‘I don’t know if I could explain 
it anyhow. It’s getting too complicated. And he’d give me all 
hinds of useless advice - the usual. Anyhow I’m glad. I don’t 
think I really wanted to talk about it.’ He remained aimlessly 
in the same place for a while and then walked off pressing the 
bulky Sunday paper under his arm. He did not have a conscious 
destination and was distantly under the dread of being the 
only person in the city without one. 

In the next block he remembered that he had neglected to 
call Elena to make sme Philip had gotten home safely and to 


^ ‘St a dear store and dialled 
ask about Mickey^ booth, one leg stretched out of 

the door. Ho one answere^ Lea g half 

cut squarely into Probably left to visit Mickey. He 

past two, and A undLstood well enough that Ae 

phoned the hospital, ^ reliable. He heard Aat 

information given about ^^hat he had expected to 

Mickey was doing nicely, thousand beds in the hospi- 

hear. There were upward of he expected to know 

tab How could the girls at patient - whether he 

anything but the bare .^ead', dissociated from 

was alive or dead, that is . ^ him ominously out of 

what he had thought, accomp simultaneously reato 

store, and he made ^ how superstitious he was ^ 

ing, in another part of his m . hospital was too vast, 

coining. All he had meant word. Why. eveiy- 

and suddenly he had to erase an „„tody grew up 

one born was sick at ““ ° onia himself and an ear 

without sickness. He had had pnM _ recall 

infection, and Max had been down, too 

with what. , Max was going to put o 

He began to wonder how ^ g into re- 

coming home. ‘Maybe thing or two to say to him 

turning,’ he thought. ,.^^5 lIs time somebody called 

when I see him. For once mo whatever he 

him down. Elena wont, so ^ s ^ himself! Soine- 

wants.’ And '«^hat would M» have t B^eause he 

thing simple-minded and foolish he i„s 

7a^ "utl «ed h^ — S^ey and 

and imagined his ““"“’r^fend of his responsibffities_ 

»Sol’ “d S himseh. ’^ats his idea of 

^“ftom the dark staircase and I'®"’ and pihed 
sunlit front room. He sat on the ^e Beavy 

ff his shoes. The sheets were warm flowers in 

folds of the curtain, the brow 4°°^’ ^n,,e of dust, gave 
carpet slowly consumed into a hgnt sm 


i.im a feeline of suspension and quietness. There was a long 
on t^screen, quivering red, blue, and deeper 

w iapainst the wires like the last pliant, changeable thing m 
to s»g fixX heat. With one stocidnged foot set on 
the other his shoulders drooping, Leventhal sat watching, 
faLtmnolnt, his hands looking as if it would require a great 

^^SsraSy^h^’went 'into the kitchen. He absent-mindedly 
rinsed a few dishes under the rumbling tap and, returning 
front ^om, unbuckled his belt, drew the curtains, and with 
the Sunday paper unheeded under his legs, went to sleep. 


A deep rolling noise awakened him. He thought at first that 
it came from below, out of the subway. But there was no ac- 
companying tremor through the building. He soon placed the 
sound outside and above him. It was thunder. He looked out. 
There had been a storm. The screen was still clogged with ram- 
drops. The street was softly darkened by the clouds and the wet 
brownstone. In one of the rooms across the way a two-branch- 
ed green lamp was shining. A woman lay on a sofa, one arm 
bent over her eyes. At the next sound of the retreating thimder 
she moved her legs. 

Leventhal glanced again into the mist and water of the street 
and then went to the phone and tried Villani’s number. There 
was still no answer. Apparently they were out somewhere, 
making a day of it. He poised the receiver over the hook, aimed 
it, and let it fall into place. 

^He worked his feet into his shoes, treading down the heels, 
and went down to the restaurant for an early dinner. The 
waiter, the same bald, lean man who last week had antici- 
pated his protest about the bad table with a gesture of insin- 
cere helplessness, appeared to be occupied with thoughts of 
his own. His black suit looked damp, and his leather bow tie 
was not fastened but hung on its elastic from a buttonhole, 
pjg. brought Leventhal a veal cutlet and a bottle of beer and 
hurried aWay with a muscular swing, softly - his soles were 
padded with sawdust - to wait on a long table of boccie 
players whose game had been rained out and who were drink- 
ing wine and coffee. The odotir of wet wood was very notice- 
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I,- meal He was soon 

outside again. The air was _ ^ saw „Arin2 

He turned west on Eighteen t t:^^rice in the wa 

fehim on the comer. Ho had to ^ .^eet to tden 

tagtadinal greys and shadotvs o£ the 

tifyMm. xii^jce detained him, 

Uventhal did not halt unOl and ci't™sdy, ^ 

in his way. He dropped f that he vras competed 

though ashing Leventhal to 

to do this. . -mnment’s sUence. 

‘Weil ? ’ Leventhal said after a , 

•Why didn’t you stop ? ^ j j you. You’re the one. 

•And if 1 did H'm not lootog for V 

foiiow me around.' aren’t you f That 

•Yorfre mad about yesterday, aien 

cadence.’ Yoii won’t 

‘Oh, it was for sure.’ ^^.^daV, it so haPP^^' , ppor- 

•I wanted to talk to you I have to tod OPP 

hunt me up. If 1 want to 

tunities.’ , -uoit?’ don’t 

‘Is that the way you *g Saturday - I this 

•But when I remembered sa^g ^ 

do business on Saturd^ ^ut^then his the poorness 

appeared to delight hi • at Leventhal, who 

seemed to an earnestly ^ feelings that 

of his ioke. He loohed somhrejy of _gs were 

understood that Allhee wan actually a 

gave rise to it, and to know ateo tn actu 

dire and powerful the P deliberately and 

courtesy. iMav’ saidLeventn 

‘1 don’t observe the ho began to smile. 

^ly- , M Mlbee, and be ag concerned, 

”^4, of course .^Tar as ^ee you. 

He added, a second later, ^ ^ perfect ^g ^e one 

that’ s not the way to put ml n ^^ereas you re tn 

You act as if I had some hind otg . 

that’s playing a game. - •i„,vp>n’t got a 

‘How do you figure tha ^ pretend that I h 

Allbee raised bis band. iiy 


grievance against you. That’s playing.’ His fingers brushed over 
his chest, and then he covered his mouth and cleared his throat 
‘Say . . . with the kid - stuff like that has got to stop.’ 

‘I didn’t know he was \vith you.' 

‘Not much 1 Well, I’m telling you. Besides, I told you the 
iBrst time, I never wanted to do you any harm.’ ^ ^ 

‘We differ about that. And there was a second time, too.’ He 
gave an illustrative push that stopped short of Leventha s 
shoulders. ‘That was a little too much game for me. Or were 
you trying to scare me off ?’ 

‘ If I was, you mean that I can’t, huh ? ’ 

‘Well,’ Allbee suggested, ‘you might have sent me to the 
hospital and gotten rid of me that way for a wliile.’ He grinned. 
‘You said you should have broken my neck.’ 

Leventhal said contemptuously, ‘But otherwise ... to scare 
you ? It’s impossible to scare you, isn’t it ? ‘ 

‘A year ago I couldn't have come to you. But now that I've 
done it, made up my mind, it is impossible.’ 

‘What was different a year ago ?’ asked Leventhal. 

‘Then I was getting by, somehow, and I wouldn't have 
thought of coming near you,’ he said quite seriously. 

‘And now?’ 

‘My wife left me some money. It wasn’t a lot, but I stretched 
it. As long as it lasted - why, if I were still getting by you’d 
never hear from me. I’ll say it again. But maybe I don’t have 
a real sense of honour or I wouldn’t put myself in such a 
position. I mean real honour. There’s no getting away from it, 
I suppose, honour is honour. Either you’ve got it up to here,’ he 
drew a line across his throat, ‘or you haven’t got it. It doesn’t 
make you any happier to tell yourself you ought to have it. It’s 
like anythmg else that counts. You have to make sacrifices to 
it. You know, I m from an old New England family. As far as 
honour s concerned. I’m not keeping up standards very well, I 
admit. Still, if I was bom with my full share of it, in New 
York I’d have an even worse handicap. Oh, boy ! — New York. 
Honour sure got started before New York did. You won’t see it 
at night, hereabouts, in letters of fire up in the sky. You’ll see 
other words. Such things just get swallowed up in these con- 
ditions — modem life. So I’m lucl^ I didn’t inherit more of a 


a with Don Quixote. Now with you 
cerise of it. I’d be competing in this, like those 

it’s different, altogether. You re rig __ g^i^a^ders. If 

what-do-you-call-ems that ^^ay and anything 

somebody hurts you, you it ac ^ appreciate it. 

goes. That’s how it is here. I ^vith doesn’t allow 

Of course, the kind of honour j jiave 

that Mine tells me not to ask for damages, and so 

it in diluted form ; that’s obwous. ^ factual manner ; never 

Allbee said this conversationally, in evinced 

theless Leventhal heard the spiteful g 

no feeling and made no comment. things thatf s bound to 

■I have an idea that ifs one of those tmng 

SO- , „Meventhal said, disregarding 

‘You went through the money, ^ 
the rest. ‘WTiy didn’t you get a job? ^ could I 

‘What did I want to work for? ^ j wanted. And do 
get anyhow? Nobody would give me -Lig^.school kid? An 
you think I could take a leg P ' siaould I be?’ 

errand boy ? Besides, I was in no n unable to conceal his 

■Were you biack-iisted ?■ Leventhai was un 

concern. ‘Is that the reason?’ Rudiger wouldn’t 

Allbee did not reply to this directly, w ny , ^ 
have taken me back even to empty ^ ^ ^ 

After this they were both silent or a -jjlue 

the ball of the lamp nearby began to s . on Allbee s 

depth of the air, revealing suddenly aspect of suffering 

face. The rings under his eyes gave exposure an 

anger and hate. Yet he seemed unaware of any 
Spoke evenly. , ., had a hell of a tune 

■No, I didn’t want to work,’ he sm • If off the 

after my wife was killed and I 

taarket for a while. I lived like a gent e gentleman. K loo 

Leventhal said grimly to hii^elf, ^ ^ s 

like it. A marvellous gentleman.’ -...j ‘You 
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lived like a gentleman. I guess tha ^y job. You ve 

or twelve every day. I get up at seve something or 

Lad a long vacation. Still you you want?’ 

you. I don’t know what you want. ^ 



■I could use some help. The vacation’s lasted a Utde too 
long.' 

* What sort of help ? ’ 

‘I don’t know what sort. I wanted to take that up wth you. 
You could help me if you wanted to. You must have connex- 
ions. I’d like to get away from my old line, somctliing new, a 
complete change.’ 

‘For example?’ 

‘Do you think you can get something for me in a banK ( 

‘Oh, you want to go straight where they keep it, wh(^ the 
money is,’ said Leventhal. 

‘ Or a brokerage firm ? ’ ^ 

‘Stop your joking,’ Levendial said somewhat sharply. ‘I dont 
care for the sort of jokes you make. I'm not under an obliga- 
tion to you. I’ll do something for you if I can. And just re- 
member, it doesn’t mean I admit an5rthing. I think you’re cra 2 y. 
But Stan Williston thinks I ought to help you, and out of respect 
for him I’ll try.’ 

‘What I’ exclaimed Allbee. ‘You discussed me with Willis- 
ton ? What did you tell him about me ? ' 

‘Oh, you don’t like that ? No, I see you don’t,’ said Leventhal. 
‘ I didn’t make anything up.’ 

‘What did you teU him ? ’ he said again,' in agitation. 

‘What do you think I could teU him ? Are you afraid I black- 
ened your character ? Are you touchy about your reputation ? 
I thought you had lost your sense of honour ? ’ 

‘You had no business — no damned business 1’ Allbee cried 
out in a flash of hatred and with an intensity of shame that 
disturbed Leventhal in spite of himself. 

‘Well, you’re a crazy, queer bastard,’ he said. ‘What’s the 
matter with you ? You come to me with this hokum about being 
too down and out to have any pride left — you can even come 
to me, and this and lhat. I knew it was all fake. One minute 
you’re on the bottom, couldn’t be any lower, and the next 
you’re a regular Lord Byron.’ 

Yhere was an interval of silence during which Allbee ap- 
, peared to be struggling for control over himself. Then he said 
in a low voice, Williston is an old friend of mine. I just happen 
to have special feelings about him and Phoebe. But I guess it 
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adually recoverea 

leaay doesn’t maV.e 

Ms smile and he ' ^ed, glittering study o 

thai and beginning a protr , you not to nn 

kMndhim, 'I should have exp , ‘Me 

other chance to get at me. Leventhal al- 

•Aie you in your right . f^oze or 

you straight in tlie head? Is it . ^^^^^gerie. 

uughtyl Every day 1 see ^^’^.coiielpme,it’shheam _ 
and gave way to a short laug • in the anim • 

They say you go to the zoo There’s no 

aren’t enough animals m ^^thers and tail . 

would have to he a milhon ^ ^ greys 

end to the twists.’ dvdndling violets ^ ^ 

Allbee, preoccupied with ^^..^^^^eemed also to find tms 
oi twilight and the swarms o 

comical. . .r«A*hesaid. 

‘Well, you’ve got nothmg on » 

‘You think not.’ ^nctpr to me.’ 

‘You’re just as much of a ra „iace,’ All- 

^ 1 V like Caliban in the fir You 

‘Heh, yes. Well, yon loo ' .^ut that’s not al , You 

said, more serious than not B .^"^saytog 

personally, you’re just one "ir^mes I 

wouldn’t he able to see ^ of ^ess. And 

this seriously - 1 ^e€i ns , ggyptians .with , i ^as 

You know. Moses P^f f ^n I was bom, wto I w 

thats how I often thm thought it wo 

a hoy, everything one of niy nncest^s w 

light forever. Do you j* His voice vibra ^ 

Winthrop. Governor Wm ^ line ^rn into 

there was a represse au ^ •gut still 

about tradition, you ^ York were running 

it. And try to imayne ^^pdren of ^nhban ^ 

ever)^ for your dime. You go tireeds are ou 

are flrey idrem- 

streets are named after tnem 

gelves? Just remnants.’ i2i 



*I see how it is; you're actually an aristocrat/ said * 

‘It may not strike you as it struck me/ said Allhce. ut 
go into tlie library once in a while, to look around, an 
week I saw a book about Thorcau and Emerson by a man 


named Lipschitz . . 

‘What of.it?’ 

'A name like that?’ Allbce said this with great eame^e^ 
‘After all, it seems to me that people of sucli background simp y 
couldn’t understand . . .’ ^ . 

‘Of all the goddamned nonsense!’ shouted Leventhal. Loo>^ 
I've got things to attend to. I have a phone call to make. Its 
important. Tell me what in the name of hell you want an 
make it snappy.’ 

‘I assure you, I wasn’t trying to be malicious. I was only 
discussing this . . .’ 

‘I assure you, you were trying, I assure you!’ Leventhal 
flung out. ‘Now what are you after ? Probably a few bucks for 
whisky.’ 

Allbee laughed aloud. ‘They say drinking is only another 
kind of disease,’ he said. ‘Like heart disease or syphilis. Yon 
wouldn’t be so hard on anyone with heart disease, would you ? 
You’d be more sympathetic. They even say crime is only a sort 
of disease and if you had more hospitals you’d need fewer 
prisons. Look how many murderers are let off and get treatment 
instead of execution. If they’re sick it’s not their fault. Why 
can't you take that attitude ?’ 


‘Why ?’ Leventhal involuntarily repeated. He was bewildered. 

‘Because you've got to blame me, that’s why,’ said Allbee! 
‘You won’t assume that it isn’t entirely my fault. It’s neces- 
sary for you to believe that l deserve what I get. It doesn’t enter 
your mind, does it - that a man might not be able to help being 
hammered down ? ''^at do you say ? Maybe he can’t help him. 
self 1 No, if a man is down, a man like me, it’s his fault. If he 
suffers, he s pushed. There’s no evil in life itself. And do vou 
know what ? It’s a Jewish point of view. You’ll find it afl over 
tbe Bible, (^a doesn’t make mistakes. He’s the department S 
waghB ^d measures. If yotfre okay, he's okay, too. Thlr. 

^ We ™ you some, 

thing. ge It in the neck for nothing and suffer for 

A 



t ni k as real as sunshine, 
nothing, and there’s no denying w the 

Tate it from me, I know what I your 

whole thing is that I must bother yourself. Not 

hands clean and it’s unnecessary g^-e can 

to I'm asking you to feel sorry If nte, 

understand what makes a man mm * stop me for, 

‘Ah right, so I can’t. What then ? What m y 

to tell me that?’ ^ „„„ why. Because you 

‘No, you never could and I'« You keep 

people take care of yourselves e ^ you're brought 

, your spirit under lock and key. and it’s safe and tame 

up. You makd it your business a^s ’ pjothing dangerous 
and never leads you towards anythm yQ^ to dissolve 

and nothing glorious. Nothing ever 

yourself. What for ? What’s in it ? o ^ and horrifie . 

Leventhal’s expression was agonizingly, and he 

His forehead was wrinkled. His ^at way. 

faltered out, ‘I don’t see how vVhat about that?’ 

iusttalk.Millionsof ushaveheenkille . ^.ould he 

He seemed to he waiting for a rep » leaving Allhee alone 
given he turned and walked away rapidly. 

'Wider the lamp. 
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'rllv his stout body 
-eventhal strode home blindly an J ran from ^ 
feaken by the unaccustomed gait. H P thinking that 

^shy, lustreless hair over his dark ^ the bea , 

^euihould have done something, slamm although he 

wist him ofl. He felt he had »=^“f.^Fhe was unable to 
‘^t know what he should have throbs 

‘N^er all that had been smd. But as the ^ he 

‘W|to pass into soreness, it l^S^ conversation, what to 
]^%own all along, all through unequal to wha 

lijtl failed to do it, that helm , ^ ^one it,’ he tho g 

‘H%lear, and necessary. ‘I ought to have 
. Heif it meant murdering him. 123 



, J that But he still fdt that the woman s hat -ho 

tots snatchedoS tvhen he recalled how 

Sputtered a low. do 

he had stood, just ^d It did have to do w* P 

lealke that he was bemg of DunhiU, the Imot^ 

sence of mind, exactly as m ^thee th^e w 

who sold him the unwanted tvith an an ot 

added confusion that he ’’to S though he made ® 

discussion, men he started om, 

ed iote here and there, he seem^“ ,hat was t^H^ 

But all at once he said Jj jjad brought up the b] 

Of course, he was sick. He i ^d bis sic V ^th 

of disease, so he must be aw^e of m 
ever it was, account for what te sai^- 

only have ^ven him the ^c tvhen they w 

peoW gemle to begin with, wae ion ^Ihon 

Uventhal said to himself, impa , ^^serable. Whatls 
people or so in the world and 

special,?’ . brownstone stoop. _ 

Mrs Nunez was standing on ^ Sunday outing. 
her husband had just retume bat was 

Tied - red natent-leatber Pag^^^ but 


s Nunez was staii^^s ^ S^day 

lier husband had just retume bat was 

Tied gloves and a red ogr Indian face 

straw with cherries on the hn • v/ore a oio 

she had an ungainly, full-hippo bosom was i 

striped suit, ber shoulders -d of a long f>^oa • 

her lips were parted as if at about Mrs -nretty 

whom nothing escaped, had once smd pre^ 

•I don’t see 4y she wears them^She ^ ^^^^gly boUc^/^; 
in silk prints.’ TUI then he nodded to 

Now, when she said good evem intense longing 

rememhered this and had a mome 
wifp- . ,1 MnneZ. 





, tliey felt too weak 

tad vigour “dfXy toy 

tokeaccouBtablc-lh y to meet the cos 

But either tliey foimd - dizziness altogether, tlie 

^eL'd and gave way - Mayhe yo^ 

dizziness oi « "eUi he Uked to ^nk 

call it ‘less than human ^ rnanv weaknesses - at th 
meant acoountaWe in spite of many j,^pp^„ed m 

^^ment. tough enough, to^hoid^B;[“ „„st 

SrXd S claim to the nam. 

*^:tent tack m the pa; hut did not say good 

that he was leaving, Be 

"tnip: heavy-eyed d.e ^ hS hi His shta 

■Tired from trotting i^tCT * ^ towards him. G 

to himseli. He was filled with 
sleep, Phil; he said. 

‘I will.’ time yesterday ? ’ 

‘Did you have a good time y 

‘Yes, swell.’ take one of those boat exc ^ 

•When the kid gets out w® " ^ ^ they’re really beautiiul. 

sions around the island. I tmdo „ a way 

Philip laid his cheek on the t p Leventhal passed 

that fatigue alone could no .^p 'Ml right, hoy.' But heyo 

his hand over his short h^ He foundered, the t^^ ^ 

that he could bring nol^S jh with which to mak 
reassurance lost, the ^ ^ts pity for the c ■ 

surances driven out of him y P joomrf “P' 
hurried down the dirty street. Though er 

block away, and he tan 4 ,tp, supporting himself on te 

empty seats aroundhim he air from the ^rate 

shtatog pole, hardly Lly chaotically sh^d^ 

and the pneumatic doors, „ust have notice h™ 

colours with his brimming ey«. to understand 

whispering to Vdlani. convinced. And per ^ 

earlier. He knew, Leventha, ^ptehended it all, aft 

little Mickey in &<= ^ I29 



air. as all tha^wams to^be varying amounts of 

ever feeds or endangers it. responds to what 

smell of ^the^hSbo^'^f reached the waterfront. The 

Leventhal. He made hi«; w arcades came to 

to the bow of the boat anTi ^i^ space of the shed 

stars, and the crimson anrt v/ater, the sharp 

and hulls swinging between^fh^^^T 

crust of the shore. ^ incandescent low 
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The week that fr^n 

Denfeart was not on ^ him, I 

proved before that he was he te 

«at in his professSn7wa?b “* ™ heventh, 

advi hope On Tn A giving notice thi 

advisable that Max shonfd cll f he thought : 
the phone, ‘What Hr. ^ t:ome home. Levpntr.o7 • / • + 

wered. -^0 fefter this 77 “* 

in rid-i, rather ought to bp nr. i, i doctor an; 

”7^'' Leventhal s7 h ® showdown 

evemngandftenexthewent owto VT tha 

and they 

trio T pvpntt, 1 ^^^avenously. Hot ^ unconscious 
with fever: the^edt w*^ hoyf^e 

I..' ;?,rc rs n 

ahade an inch .Cd re^tfTe 

of the bed. He travelled two hovr •'”* ^ hesitation at thoT^ 
in Micke/s room. h"-- » order to spend 7 

He kept telling himself. ‘The .n ' j 
for at heart he had no hope. TT,e ~ 

130 ^ evasion, and 



, > Rut it was a compre- 

s: rnsown — e— 

.vtat tad been g^gO ;^^,y. But vvhrt be 

allowed to continue ^ ^vlncn \ 

prcoccup>dng something he confront his 

end of his resist forcing h indifference 

Illness, madness, an ^leans, and pnncip J 

faulL He had "" 7 ,i,;;Lwledging it and^e 
and- neglect, to a% o^ving ^ ^ings 

know what.it was. done a great deal 

arranged not to know. softening. ° resisted, 

easier for htoeta whatever « ^”gg„i„g when his 

the more he and the moment ^'vas nearly exhausted 

^he more it ragea, He 

trength to resist would be Wednesday. 

1 midnight when he «m^^g ”4 the refrigerator 
It was nearly mion’S'’ . g ^oor, he '' 0 »“ of energy 

Even trying to heep W *6 front 

panting as though turned on and put on 

in the air of the empty .^yfiere he un someone 

loom and in ^ .Medicine chest, his mind 

pyjamas. Opening loohing f® ' unthinkingly, he 

who has forgotten w i^is razor an ^ groove of 

was empty. His hand in r was 

changed the ^ walked, into the a note to 

the case. Barefoote occurred to h .^^gg of the 

paper on the desk, ]ais legs ^o what he 

Mary. He sat down, tm gtopped^t choose from, 

chair, wrote a few there w^ ?? down the pen 

ought or ought _ i^ was stiff hot . ^jgc of the 

Thathemissedher?'^^^^;;g^chestag^^^^^ ^^"^d the 

and leaned on the des,P^ sffen outside. Sud- 

leaf. Dumh and mo ^ racing Wk A finger 

slamming of car do pg^ tearing P® ^ . Hurrying ro the 
denly there was a Pro'°"S^iy m the 5 °*^: ”^ed several 
screwed xbe P'^''® “y He heard g over the banister. 

door he shouted, i .Viffioisit* Stoop 

times and called bach, Who 13I 



V. A He was starved for a free breath of ^ 

Lt and tired, and the feeling of closeness seemed to 

have superseded and made faint all other feelings. 

‘What, the present ? ’ he said. , 

‘Well, you can go in, turn off the lights, ^d go t P'^ 
aid Allbee. ‘It’s nothing you have to think about. Bu 
nowhere to go. Not for the last few nights. I was 
Leventhal studied him silently. Then he moved asi 
said, ‘All right. Come on.’ He let Allbee precede him mto 
front room and pointed to a chair. He himself went to 
■vnndow and put his head out, getting a glimpse ^ 

dened and darkened heavy forms of the street as he 
long breath. He sat down on the creaking bed. It had not 
made for a week, and papers and cardboard crescents 
laundry put inside his collars were scattered over it. In 
ing his legs. Allbee gave a twitch to his stained, loose-hanging 
trousers. His maimer in some things was persistently gen ^ 
manly. He knit his fingers around his knee. 

‘Now let’s have it again. What happened, you were thrown 
out ? Where were you, in a hotel, a room ? ’ 

‘A furnished room. My landlord confiscated my stuff. No 
that there was much of it.’ Allbee’s smile crept for a moment 
into the comers of his mouth and then was gone. ‘But such ns 
there was.’ 

‘For back rent?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Was it much?’ 

‘I have no idea what I owed him. Or them. There’s a land- 
lady, too. In fact she’s the whole works. The Punts. They’re a 
couple of Germans. She s a fat old woman with snag teeth. The 
nephew^s a longshoreman. He’s not so bad. It’s that smelly old 
woman's fault, ae kept after him. Old people, especially old 
women, are the hardest customers. They've made it, so to he" 
vdth everybody.’ 

‘Made what ? What are you talking about ?’ 

^°^Sh. A long life; said Allbee. ‘AH 

i' . eteraTi ic - ' on the poor for the same 
^ ^ ■ the tenderfoot. All the way 
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on his pale, fleshy face mad^rt look tte 

his eyes brought „ot trying 

tS^Xhtflehut^ pers^ 

ish blond bail, and Leventhal doing. But 

was an element of ' ciousness of Allbee, of bis 

suddenly be bad a strange, c o nearness sucb as be a 

face and body, a feeling of imagined bimself at M* 

experienced in tbe zoo when fineness tbe bnes m 

bee’s back, seeing wtb breathing in bis odour 

skin, and tbe smallest of bis bairs. ^ feel tbe 

The same sensations were clothes. Even more 

weight of bis body and the con a firm in the ore- 

the actuality of bis face, loo^ ^^-crinctness of it; 
bead and jaws, struck him, rlunlicated tbe look in b^ 

of recognition Allbee bent on bept alive in bis 

own. He was sure All Id bis iudgement, 

mind tbe thought that Allbee Bate of closeness - 

although it was numbed by bis cun burly, keen-se 

for it was an emotion - did not more than the 

figure did not budge from the doorway any 

spokes in the skylight moved. 4. i - ct 

‘Will you let me in ? ’ Allbee sai a 

‘What for?’ 

‘ 1 want to talk to you.’ 

‘I told you, it’s late.’ to me what time it is. 

•Ifs late for you, but it’s all the same to me ^ 

You said you’d help me.’ r,,tnre now. Go away. 

■I don't want to start discussing your future 

‘It’s the present, not the future. •/mi I f®^" 

Leventhal felt inexplicably weak agai ^ that 

getting all the things be said to me,^ how 
ugly stufi?’ he asked himself. And |r_j.gproach did not 

of iniury had not remained sharp; ^ Mickey’s 

make it any sharper. The hall was air • 
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room had been. He was seemed to 

eyes were hot and tired, and the feeling of closeness 

have superseded and made faint all other feehngs. 


•What,thepresent?'_hesaid. and go to sleep,' 

‘Well, you can go m, turn off the hght , ^ 

said Allbee. ‘It’s nothing you have to think about. ^ 
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said, 'All right. Come on.' He let Allhee precede to 
front room and pointed to a chair. He hinuelf we 
window and put his head out, getting a glimpse oi ^ 
dened and darkened heavy forms of the street as he m 
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made for a week, and papers and cardboard cr^ce 
laimdry put inside his collars were scattered over it. m 
ing his legs. Allbee gave a twitch to his stained, 
trousers. His manner in some things was persi^ently gn 
manly. He knit his fingers around his knee. 

‘Now let’s have it again. Y^at happened, you wrere 
out ? Where were you, in a hotel, a room ? ’ ^ Not 

‘A furnished room. My landlord confiscated my stuff. ^ 
that there was much of it.’ Allbee’s smile crept for a 
into the corners of his mouth and then was gone. ‘But such 
there was.’ 

‘For back rent?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Was it much?’ 

‘I have no idea what I owed him. Or them. There’s a land- 
lady, too. In fact she’s the whole works The Punts. They’re a 
couple of Germans. She’s a fat old woman with snag teeth. Tb® 
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With everybody.’ . 
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1 , Pdled through. A long life’ said Allbee. ‘A® 
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dotvnftelin^Youk„„^^f^y^*^_tenderfoot. All lie 
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7 Ten doUars, twenty . . • 

‘How much do you owe 

saidLeventhal stopptoSj“im yo^, i can’t ewn 

•More Uke forty or fif^- To W 

‘Didn’t they say? ^ 

‘I don’t remember. 

‘Don’t tell me 1’ , if it’s 

Allbee Sd not speak. p^y ^em a btt'e • 

■ ■ 'Don’t you want to go money on ban , 

forty dollars, I haven’t go 

you give them something ••■• p^don me, hut tna 

Tm not the worst.’ _ _ aristocrat,’ Leventhai 

■Excuse me, hut I forgot y°"^ looked at him simply, 
muttered with a short laugh. A!lt> 

without a touch of reproot. , 

‘Well where have you been ^ j gl^pt out. I 

^^nZlxy the ^«*«"%SrTa mission. I though if 
open. I could have ^^twould. I’d go religious for 

the weather turned v ri Tf vou’re 

while. But it’s been beautiful. ^at bad. If J 

‘I don’t know how you could let _ 

telling me the truth.’ <Tn,th it wouldn’t soun P 

■If 1 told you the whole tru*,^^ it ™Ck 

so I'm only telling you part of i ^ like this. La^ ^ 

1 shouldn't have let thmgs go do somethmg. 

1 kept warning myself to reason, an ^ 

didn't pull He turned hh han^n ^ 

tiirew me out and there i ^ j pear 

gesture of self-presentation. t esxrAnthal 

about the only work I wife leave you ? 

‘How much money did your ^ 

asked suddenly. ,ciness is h of yours ?, e ' , 

Allbee coloured. ‘What something wth it mstea 

■Why, man, you should have done 

of iust living it up.’ 



You can t bring the world to its knees wiili a little insurance 
money ... He hesitated and added, don’t ov/e you any 
explanation, do I ?• 

eiZr’^ anytliing. I don’t owe you anything. 

but he confined his disagreement 
examined Lcventhal at length. ‘I had my 

of Zh . ^ 3 peculiar .state 

is awav uierry-goround. Your wife 

you’d accident? Then 

you ^ave the nght to ask me such a question.’ 

You re an idiot ! said Leventhal. 
we™^ - tJ’e .me boat, Wai. ti., 

‘God forbid !’ 

thing. BM ril giVeyouf few buck Go / 

or to a hotel.’ ucks. Go to your rooming house 

this're'offe^tht i 

room. That’s why thev thr^w" ^ ^ somebody else in the 
would take me ifuke^’^rT- ““ 

suggesting a flophouse 7’ ' ^ hag? Unless you're 

^^vcnthsl i-v 

youVe got your heart set nn ^ound the bush ? I see 

that all along.’ ^ eeping here tonight. I could see 

;Can you suggest a place for me to go 7 • 

You’re ,ust inviting yourself i„ if .. 

^at?’ -Its after one, do you know 

Allbee did not answer. 

After the way vou'vf^ j 

if you really believe halfZ Y^u out. And 

shouldn’t want to stay unde/iu to me, you 

counterfeit.' ^ same roof. You’re a lousy 

me ,up.^wrtee'’sS quiedy'^® yourself. You can put 

encing you. But if you want me f ^ 1 wouldn’t be inconveni- 
jjg y want me to do this in the right spirit . . .’ 



. 1 _ Vip was too confounded 

And to Leventhal's astonishment 

when it happened to utter a sound - Ailbee sanK 

chair and went to his knees. 

Then he shouted, ‘Get up 1 ’ 

Allbee pulled himself to his clo\vning 1 What do you 

‘For Christ’s sake, stop this damned c 

think this is?’ appearing fixed and 

With a look of amusement, J,. ^ ^en the other, 

large. Allbee seeiued to ^^^^^ ^^^^°,^standforyourmonkey- 

‘I warn you,' said Leventhal, naqqionate ‘You know 

shines. Your jokes!’ His disgust you’re 

they’re not jokes; they’re not suppos 

trying to work something on me. You tnmx y 

^'tS'aU right; said l^ventha, 

want you to get this - as far as I m you 

sleep here tonight to return a fa » 
hear me?’ 

■Oh, you do owe me something. done any- 

■Am I the only one that does ? Haven y 
body else a favour ? It looks as if already. I 

do I owe you? You’ve the door in your face 

could shove you out in the hall a 

with a clear conscience.’ ^ , t (jo^’t say that I 

‘In your position - if I were^m i ' 
could be - my conscience discuss my conscience 

‘All right, conscience ! I don t w^ 

with you,’ said Leventhal. ‘It’s late. aud, going into 

He took some bedding from ^ ® , 

the dining-room, flung it onto the day gg^ 

‘It’s soft,’ Allbee remarked feeling the There’s 

‘Now what else do you need — you 
the bathroom.’ , •, „ a long time since 

■I’d like a shower; said Allbee. 'It s been a 

I had one.’ * a f und an old bathrobe for 

Leventhal gave him a towel an o in -his crumpled 

him in the doset. He sat down on the beu 



‘You can’t bring the world to its knees with a little insurance 
money He hesitated and added, ‘I don’t owe you any 
explanation, do I ?’ 

‘You don’t owe me anything. I don’t owe you anything, 
either.’ 

Allbee did not accept this, but he confined his disagreement 
to a shrug. Then he examined Leventhal at length. T had my 
reasons for doing what I did,’ he said. ‘I was in a peculiar .state 
of mind and I wanted to get off the merry-go-round. Your \\qfc 
is away, now. What if she were killed in an accident? Then 
you’d have the right to ask me such a question.’ 

‘You’re an idiot 1’ said Leventhal. 

‘I’m only saying that we’re not in the same boat- Wait till 
we’re in the same boat.’ 

‘God forbid ! ’ 

‘Of course. Who wants to see harm come to anyone? But 
accidents happen. You ought to realize that.’ 

‘Look,’ said Leventhal, ‘it’s as I say. I don’t owe you any- 
thing. But ru give you a few bucks. Go to your rooming house 
or to a hotel.’ 

‘I can’t go back. It’s impossible. I can’t ring Punt’s bell at 
this time of the night. Besides, they have somebody else in the 
room. That’s why they threw me out. And what sort of hotel 
would take me in ? Like this ? Without a bag ? Unless you’re 
suggesting a flophouse?’ 

‘Well,’ said Leventhal. ‘Why beat around the bush ? I see 
you’ve got your heart set on sleeping here tonight. I could see 
that all along.’ 

‘ Can you suggest a place for me to go ? ’ 

‘You re just inviting yourself in. It’s after one, do you know 
that?’ 

Allbee did not answer. 

After , the way you’ve acted I should throw you out. And 
if you really believe half the things you said to me, you 

shouldn t want to stay under the same roof. You’re a lousy 
coimterfeit.’ 

Why, you have the whole place to yourself. You can put 
me up. Allbee said quietly smiling. 'I wouldn't be inconveni- 
encing you. But if you want me to do this in the right spirit . . .’ 
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And to LeventhaVs astonishment - he was too confounded 
tfenit wed to utter a sound - Allbee sank out of hts 

chair and went to his knees. 

Then he shouted, ‘Get up 1 ’ 

■FoTSs sa" « ‘ 

*'with'Ttook of amusement, his eyes appearing J^ed and 
lar« AWeemed to taste first one lip and then the oto. 
Twarn you,’ said Leventhal, ’I won’t stand f 
shines Your jokes!’ His disgust was passionate You taow 

they’re not jokes; they’re me 

trying to work something on me. Y ^ Y 

off and 1 won’t know what’s happening. was ap- 

’You don’t understand. I only wanted to do what was ap- 

'"'■Thads all right,’ said Leventhal grimly, 

want you to get this - as far as I’m ” ’f IZ 

sleep Lre tonight to return a favour, and that’s all. Do you 

hear me?’ 

■’A^r^ oTeXS Haven’t you ever done any- 
horel e a favo’:^! It looks as if I’m the only on. And wha 
do I owe you? You’ve pestered enough out of me *e^dy. I 
could shove you out in the hall and shut the door m your 

with a clear conscience.’ ^ I 

Tn your position — if I were in i , ^ 

could be - my conscience wouldn’t be clear. „„,rtence 

’AU right, conscience 1 I don’t want to discuss my consaence 

with you,’ said Leventhal. ’It’s late, coinp into 

He took some bedding from the cupboard and, going mto 

the dining-room, flung it onto the day e . 

’ It’s soft,’ Allbee remarked feeling the mattress. 

’Now what else do you need - you want to wash ? There s 

the bathroom.’ , i 

’I’d like a- shower,’ said Allbee. ‘It’s been a long time since 

' 'LevCTthal gave him a towel and found an 

him in the closet. He sat down on the bed in his crump 

ir rrmi 



pyjamas and listened disquieted to the water pelting the shower 
curtain and streaming in the tub. Soon Allbec came out, carry- 
ing his clothes. Wet and combed, his yellow hair gave him 
quite a different look. Leventhal observed his feet with a queer 
feeling of aversion. The insteps were red, coarse, and swollen, 
bis toes long and misshapen, with heavy nails. 

‘Amazing, what a shower can do for you,’ said Allbce. 

‘I’m going to sleep,’ Leventlial said. He switched off the bed 

lamp. 

‘Good night,’ said Allbee. ‘I’m really grateful for this hos- 
pitality.’ 

‘Okay. There’s milk in the refrigerator, if you want some- 
thing.’ 

‘Thanks, I may have a glass.’ He went towards the dining- 
room. Leventhal covered himself and pulled the pillow into 
position. The door of the refrigerator clicked open and he 
thought, ‘He is taking some.’ He was already falling asleep 
when he heard it shut. 




He slept but he did not rest. His heart beat swiftly and the 
emotions of the day still filled him. He had an unclear dream 
in which he held himself off like an unwilling spectator; yet it 
was he that did everything. He was in a railroad station, carry- 
ing a heavy suitcase, forcing his way with it through a crowd 
the sound of whose shuffling rose towards the flags hanging by 
the hundreds in the arches. He had missed his train, but the 
loud-speaker announced that a second section of it was leaving 
in three minutes. The gate was barely in sight; he could never 
reach it in time. There was a recoil of the crowd — the guards 
must have been pushing it back - and he found himself in a 
corridor which was freshly paved and plastered. It seemed to 
lead down to the tracks. ‘Maybe they’ve just opened this and 
I m the first to find it,’ he thought. He began to run and 
suddenly came to a barrier, a moveable frame resembling a 
sawhorse. Holding the suitcase before him, he pushed it aside. 
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Two men stopped him. ‘You can't go through. I've 

working here,’ one of them said. He ^,3 

a fedora and he looked like a contractor. The other man was 

in overalls. ' I must. I've got to get to the tracte,' Levent a^s^ . 
‘There’s a gate upstairs. This isn't open to t e p • , 

dfe sign on the door! What door *d c-e 

through!’ 'I didn't come Second 

anarilv ‘This is an emergency; the tram s leaving , . , „ 

man appeared to be a thoughtful, to 

was an employee and couldn't interfere Jou can t go back tte 
way you came, either.' the contractor told h m. There s a 
up there. You'll have to leave through here. ^ 

and a push on the shoulder sent him into an alley, fts f a« w 
covered with tears. A few people noticed this, but 

care about them. , 

He found himself not awake, precisely, but so nearly 

as to be conscious that he lay in the dark. He had a s use 
marvellous relief at the end of the dream. He was, « 
to him, in a state of great lucidity, and he 
pure feeling of happiness. He was convinced that he 1“^ 
truth, and he said to himself with satisfaction, es, ^ 
it, positively. Will I know it in the morning 7 o now. 
what he thought would have been very swange to his watang 
mind, difficult to accept if not downnght foolish. But w y 
that ’ ‘ Why ?’ he reflected. ‘Dear God, am I so la 2 y, so wea , 
my soul fat like my body?’ His heart was jolting pain u y 
nevertheless he felt confident and happy. What was it. What 
did he and others do ? Admittedly, like others, he had been m 
the wrong. That was not so important, either. Everybody com- 
mitted errors and offences. But it was supremely plain to him 
that everything, everything without exception took place as if 
within a single soul or person. And still - here he was almost 
tempted to smile at himself - still he suspected, more than sus- 
pected, knew, that tomorrow this would be untenable. ‘I won’t 
be able to hold onto it,’ he thought. Something would prevent it. 

He had a particularly vivid recollection of the explicit recog- 
nition in Allbee’s eyes which he could not doubt was the double 
of something in his own. Where did it come from ? ‘Speak of 
black and white,’ he mused. Black and white were Mr Schloss- 




with a mixture of impressions and, principally, the feeling 
that Fay was going to disappoint him, he turned av,^ay. 

The ringing of the phone, reminding him of his sick nephew 
and of Allbee whom he had left sleeping, brought the blood 
to his face. He jerked his neck awkwardly as he fixed the 
receiver between his shoulder and his ear, praying tliat it 
might be a business call With one hand he feverishly worked 
at the tangled wires. 

At first he heard no one and he tried to signal the operator. 
Presently she broke in casually with, ‘Somebody by the name 
of Williston, for you.’ To restore his self-command, he stopped 
his breath for an instant. Then he said, ‘Put him on.’ He swung 
slowly back in the leather-backed chair, pulling a drawer 
open with the tip of his shoe and throwing his leg over it. 

‘Hello,’ Williston said. 

‘Hello, Stan, how’ve you been ?' 

‘Pretty fair,’ 

‘You calling about Allbee?’ Leventhal knew perfectly well 
that this directness was what Williston least wanted; Wilh'ston 
preferred to be roundabout. But why should he permit it ? 

He did not answer immediately. 

‘Well, aren’t you ?’ 

‘I suppose I am. Yes, I am,’ Williston said, sounding reluc- 
tant. ‘I was wondering if you had seen him.’ 

‘Oh, I’ve seen him. He’s been coming around. As a matter 
of fact, he showed up last night; said he was kicked out of his 
rooming house. I put him up. He stayed over.’ 

‘Kicked out ?’ Williston doubtfully said. 

‘Whafs the matter, you think I'm exaggerating? You 
haven't seen him. One look at him and it wouldn’t sound so 
impossible.’ 

‘What does he aim to do ?’ - 

'I wish I could tell, but he probably couldn’t say himself. 
If you want to know, I think he’s probably sick. There must 
be something vwong with him.’ 

Williston seemed to consider this; there was no reply for a 
while. Then he said, ‘Hasn’t he given you any clue as to what 
he wants?’ 
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tive opposition, m^ely, ' eeing at once, not 

authority, because he wanted to ff ^ dividing 

because he had countersuggestions. His y > 

his forehead ^vith its ^indications that he 

his expression somewhat, hut the cV,owed it. ‘Well, 

was pretty well satisfied. d to ask. 

can 1 handle y°” 8°"^^ Nevertheless a deep 
He did not say this, he lo ‘Fvprvthing is going 

quiver of vindication went throug mi. , Leventhal 

Loothly,* he remarked. Neither of a 

. prolonged the silence for nearly ^ didn’t claim to 

nod from Beard, and tiien he stalked ,,,, 

be indispensable; on the other h ’ valuable to 

sionally, mthout killing themselves, ^ finish- 

them. With all his troubles and , g ^d realized 

ing his work well rvithin the "ad ^aid AarunpLant 

how efficient he was, that was why h m pventhal thought, 

thing to Mr Fay. ‘What really "-^rh^ Wni 
r?he"^;rmren:''co„t^ --Ve'll aLys .e small 
On the way back to his hta had 

pened, an attempt to warn or advise -Friend in the 

that was necessary. It wouldn’t hurt to ave . ^ ^ 

office. Moreover he wanted to thank ° ^ . Leven- 

word for Mm. ‘Maybe he will talk, one ° ^ , ’ gdver- 

thal told himself. Fay stopped him and written 

tiser who was finishing a new plant that oug , j 

up. He had spoken of it . before. 

attentive, asked for more of . the details, made imt^ 

pad. and said. ‘Tbat’s easy to fix. up.’ He looked at Fay so 

expectantly that the latter seemed to think he wa g 

say more and paused, his dark eyes actively que 

his greying, short brows and behind the shinmg circ ^ 

glasses. ‘Yes.’ said Levenlhal. Tl! get the story for you, an , 
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with a mixture o£ impressions and, principally, the teding 
1 rov wns eoinc to disappoint him, he turned away. 

*We ringing of the phone, reminding him of his sick nephew 
J nf Allbce whom he had left sleeping, brought tlie blood 
m his face. He jerked his neck awkwardly as he fixed the 
receiver between his shoulder and his ear, praying tlnat it 
might be a business call. With one hand he feverishly worked 

at the tangled wires. 

At first he heard no one and he tried to signal the operator. 
Presently she broke in casually with, 'Somebody by the name 
of Williston, for you.’ To restore his self-command, he stopped 
his breath for an instant. Then he said, ‘Put him on.’ He swung 
slowly back in the leather-backed chair, pulling a drawer 
open with the tip of his shoe and throwing his leg over it. 

‘Hello,’ Williston said. 

‘Hello, Stan, how’ve you been ?’ 

‘Pretty fair.’ 

‘You calling about Allbee?’ Leventhal knew perfectly well 
that this directness was what Williston least wanted; Williston 
preferred to be roundabout. But why should he permit it ? 

He did not answer immediately. 

‘Well, aren’t you ?’ 

‘I suppose I am. Yes, I am,’ Williston said, sounding reluc- 
tant. ‘I was wondering if you had seen him.’ 

‘Oh, I’ve seen him. He’s been coming around. As a matter 
of fact, he showed up last night; said he was kicked out of his 
rooming house. I put him up. He stayed over.’ 

‘Kicked out ?’ Williston doubtfully said. 

‘V/hat’s the matter, you think I’m exaggerating? You 
haven’t seen him. One look at him and it wouldn’t sound so 
impossible.’ 

‘What does he aim to do ?’ 

‘I wish I could tell, but he probably couldn’t say himself. 
If you want to know, I think he’s probably sick. There must 
be something wrong with him.’ ' 

Williston seemed to consider this; there was no reply for a 
while. Then he said. Hasn’t he given you any clue as to what 
he wants?’ 
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^■r,a^e^ thing out of bim, 

■Too many dues. I can't the drawer and 

thatfs the trouble.’ He slipped hands. ‘You 

bent over the desk, cradling ? hurry there was some- 
shonld hear him ; you’d find out m a hurry tn 

thing wong.’ drawling Hugh. ‘He’s 

Williston’s voice Leventhal, feeling dis- 

trying to calm me down, ojnplaining and wants 

conraged, ‘He thinks I’m overdomg th P . 

to Md me out of it.’ ^ 

‘Oh,itisn’tthatbad,isit?’^saidW ^ you, 

‘It’s plenty bad. You don’t o Ihs 

you haven’t seen him or heard wh , „ ^nd that whole 

line is. I did go ^vrong wiA out of it, although 

business vy'as unfortunate. I Won t try what he’s 

I could if I wanted to. But listen, you ^ ^ Whether 
like. Probably the thing to do is \ f ^^gsu’t want to 

he’ll take it or not is another story. ^ j ^on’t think 

work, I can’t tell you. He v/ants ever3^tfcn , uie.’ 

he wants to do anything. He eeps straight 

He stopped and grumbled to b^elf, JU ™ 

whether he wants to be put stx^ght or no • Leventhal 

‘Oh, now, that’s just boy^hness, boyishness was 

was unable to decide to which o bracing his face 

attributed. He hunted for words, 
against the difficulty of carrying on this convers 

piu^oseless, an added 

. ■Wen.maybeyoucanmaheai^eM^K 

■I said ra do whatever I could. WilUston pf 

himself accused. . You’re his friend.’ 

•After all. Tm supposed to be J”" a refer- 

He did not hear all of his answe . Wilfiston was 

ence to a ‘practical step’ , and ^^^erstood tha^^^ 

impatient with the way the conversation ^s g g gut 

•Sure I'm in favour of something pracocah P 

as soon as the wwds were out he from 

Williston had s^vung farther than ever. ^ v/.as 

the real issues. Ch^er the it to Allhee it 

vague enough and when he tried to PP 7 



dissolved into irrelevance. For himself, the practical step was to 
get rid of tlie man, and tliis was not what Williston had in 
mind. ‘You tliink of somctliing/ he urged. ‘You Imow him. 
Maybe you can figure out what would satisfy him/ 

‘He must have a definite object. If I could talk to him I 
might find out/ 

‘How would you get to talk to him ? He doesn’t want you 
to know anytliing about him. He was mad when he found out 
I talked to you about him. But I’ll sugge.st it to him and sec 
what happens/ 

‘I’ll expect to hear from you, tlicn/ said Williston. ‘You 
won’t forget to call, -will you ?’ 

‘I’ll call you/ Leventlial promised. He hung up and, setting 
the phone on some of his papers as a weight, he made an 
abstracted survey of his desk, slipped his jacket from die back 
of the chair, and started out to lunch. 

He went down in the elevator amid a crowd of girls from 
the commercial school upstairs, largely unconscious of the 
pleasure that he took in their smootli arms and smooth faces. 
The elevator sank slowly in the musty shaft wth a buzz of 
signals and a sparkling of tiny arrowheads. On the street 
Leventhal bought a paper and glanced through it in the 
cafeteria. After lunch, he walked towards the river, passing 
through the sidewalk markets, between the sacks of coffee 
beans. The roasting odour was mixed with the smell of gas. 
The occasional piping of a tug or the low blurt of a steamer 
came through the trample and jamming of trucks, and booms 
bristled like the spikes of a maguey, dividing the white of the 
sky as the piers did that of the water. 

He was the first to return to the office: the place was empty. 
A breeze passed over the papers on the desk or left rolled in 
the typewriters, and shadowed the green linen blinds on the 
crosspieces of the windows. He stepped out onto the fire 
escape to finish his dgar, and had just ground it out on the 
rail and tossed it into the air when one of the phones began to 
ring. In the violence of his turn, he struck his shoulder on the 
doorframe and for an instant he could not see - the interior 
of the office seemed black. The ringing filled the air wildly 
coming from all four comers of the room simultaneously. He 
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fck = dmd. of 

run of tiie bdl v/as mhmi - 

He rcidicd his dcsU. ^ to t)ic operator. 

■Yes?Wio'vnntsmo? heenca 

It was Villani. ^ . ^t he had been expect- 

Leventh.-J dosed his «J“- ^ ^tehUe to Villani and then 

ing. Midicy was dead. He . , , i' 

roared out, 'Where is my damned! owe ^ot 

■He came in last night said ' boy.' 

tothehospital. It wasloo latca r - ttot restrain the 

beventh."!! put tlie phone o\'m. ^jitiseU off from the 
play of musics in his throat. He the side 

edge of the desh. as it about to colour and his 

drop of fuller realization his broad face lost 

features grew thick. , Drinting Mr Beard’s 

After a time he picked up a pa \ ‘Death in the 

name in large crayon strokes, v/rote under 

family’ and, rising, went to lay it on began to 

He walked with headache. Over the sink, 

bathe his head. He had a cru g snatched a paper 

when his face was wet, he began o • heard 

towel from the box and coverc into a stall, 

someone approaching and turnc • _* gradually* vrith 

He shut the door and, with his back agmnst it, gr 
silent effort, brought himself under contro . 


IS 

f tjx’ackish air instead 
On the ferry there was only a ° -water with ,a 

of the usual fresh breeze. The ^at ^ ^as 

sullen thudding beneath the broa JP ° gf the deck 

chalky and the afternoon sun looke p • .^g^j^guse, his 
hands sat with his naked back tone g about his 

head lying on his knees, his big ^g ladder to take 

legs. At the slip, he dragged himself do hurried 

down the chain, and Leventhal sprang away from the 

through the shed. His bus was ]ust p 



kerb and he ran alongside and slammed at the door with his 
open hand. The bus stopped, the door folded open, and he 
squeezed in among the passengers on the lower step. The 
toer raised himself in his seat and called out something, 
stridently. His throat was taut and angry, his grey collar 
blackened with sweat. No one answered and, after a delay, he 
ground down the gearshaft and they started again. Leventhal 
was panting. He did not heed the streaming of his face or the 
stinging of his hand. He was thinking, as he had thought on 
the boat, that he must expect to be blamed. Elena was bound 
to blame him and her mother sure to egg her on. He had 
argued for the hospital, he had brought the specialist; he had 
meddled. The old lady did not matter, but his dread of Elena 
was intense. Probably the disease was already in the fatal 
stage when Denisart took the case. In the hospital Mickey had 
at least had a chance, and LE she had listened to the first doctor’s 
advice he might have been saved. So it was her fault, if any- 
one’s. But it was precisely because of the unreasonableness of 
the blame that he feared her. Nevertheless he was obliged to 
face her. He could not stay away now. 

He hxmted among the rows of bells, found his brother’s, 
rang, and climbed up. The door of the flat was open a few 
inches. He pushed it and was startled to feel a resisting weight 
bn the inside. Letting the knob go, he retreated a step. It ran 
Swiftly through his mind that it was not a child behind that 
door, not Philip. And why should Max try to keep him out ? 
Could it be Elena? A hot wave of fright passed over him at 
the thought that the energy of madness had held back his 
push. ‘Who’s there?’ he said hoarsely. ‘Who is it?’ He went 
up to the door again. This time, merely at his touch, the door 
swung open. Elena’s mother was in the hallway. He under- 
stood at once what had happened. Standing at the hinge to 
see who was coming she had been caught against the wall in 
the narrow vestibule. 

‘What are you doing ?' His tone was harsh. 

She was silent, and he was baffled by her look; behind its vin- 
dictiveness there was something crazily resembling amusement. 

‘ Where is everybody ? ’ 

‘Go out. I aloiie,’ she said in her rough voice. He had never 


More heard her speak English. It ^ 
amusement, he must have been im^ken that^t wa 

the concentration of her look that had suggested it. The boy 
was, after all, her grandson. 

‘Where did they go?’ pvtilain She 

Either she did not know or was unable tt 

uttered a few sounds. Steam was coming from the kite 
he saw itbehindher. Was she cooking dimer . 

■Where are they, at the chapel ? Is *e funeral to y . 

She merely shrugged; she refused to 
him another of those frightful glances of spite and exultation, 

" SellT “'home to eat, aren't they - mm^Iore 1 
™t“ as a waste of time. She only wanted to get rid of him. 

He turned from her and went do^vnstairs. headache 

No one responded to his knock at Viliam s His headacte 

was becoming severer. tr^'^the superintendent, 

pairingly. Then it occurred to him try chade of 

He found him in the court, reading the paper 
the furnace room stairs. 

‘Do you know where I can find my people? he said. Im 

Max Leventhal’s brother.’ 'hi'; 

The superintendent got up. Old and slow, he rested his 

weight on bent, swollen knuckles. 

■Why, the bo/s being buried out of Boli s „ 

■The old mother-in-law is upstairs, but she wouldnt tell 

me. Where it this Soldi place ? ’ Knildinp- 

■Two blocks down. Turn left when you leave b» 
Same side as this. There’s a church on the comm. He tent “ 
gather up the paper which had unfolded over 

had come round to a Nearer portion °f M 
and its glare was overpowering. Levent a oo * 

The heat of the pavement penetrated Ins so es an ^ 

the very bones of his feet. In a long, b ac -were 

row of scratchy bushes grew, dead green. ^ e ^ 
flaming coarsely, and each thing - the mojmg u 
face of a woman appearing at a screen, a heap, of melons 



before a grocery - came to him as though raised to a new 
power and given another quality by the air; and tlie colours, 
^anular and bloody, black, green, blue, quivered like gases 
over the steady baselines of shadow. The open door of the 
grocery was like the entrance to a cave or mine; the cans 
shone like embedded rocks. He had a momentary impression 
of being in a foreign city when he saw the church the superin- 
tendent had mentioned - the ponderousness, the gorgeousness, 
the decay of it, the fenced parish house, the garden, and 
the small fountain thick with white lead and flimsily cur- 
tained with water. 

He passed through Boldi’s office and entered the lounge. 
There he saw Philip sitting in a wicker chair. His legs were 
crossed on a footstool and his head rested on his raised shoul- 
der. 

‘How are you, boy ?’ Leventhal said quietly. 

‘Hello, uncle,’ said Philip. He looked listless. 

‘I hear your father’s back.’ 

‘Yes, he came in.’ 

Leventhal caught the flush of candles through the oval 
windows of the studded leather door. He went into the chapel. 
It was cool. A master fan murmured somewhere in the build- 
ing. Beyond the heaped-up, fiery glasses of the altar hung a 
Christ of human size. Taking off his hat, Leventhal walked 
up to the coffin. He was struck by the softness of the boy’s 
face, the absence of signs of recoil or fright. He noted the 
curve of his nose, the texture of his brushed-up hair, the ends 
of which touched the folds of the satin, the poise of his small 
chin over his breast and decided, ‘He was going to turn out 
like Max and me. A Leventhal.’ Reflectively he fingered the 
smooth copper rail with its knot of dark plush and glanced 
upward. The chapel displeased him. Elena had undoubtedly 
insisted on a Catholic funeral. That was her right. But from 
the Leventhals side, and the boy was one of them, too, it was 
peculiar, after so many generations, to have this. Prompted 
by an indistinct feeling, he thought to himself, ‘Never mind, 
thanks, we 11 manage by ourselves . . .’ 

He turned from the rail and encountered his brother. 

The sight of him hit Leventhal with a terrible force. He 



had been prepared to meet him in anger; his 

was to have been a rebuke. But now, instead P ^ . 

took in his brotlier's appearance, tlie 

his swollen face, tlic scar at tlic corner of his rno 

received in a street fight years ago m Hartford. 

had weadiered him; the loss of several teetli ^ 

longer. His suit - it was a suit such as labourers used y 

his father’s store. His new black shoes were dusty. 

■I didn’t make it in time.’ he said. 

‘1 heard, Max.’ . , . . 

■I left as soon as the telegram came. I got in about ten 

minutes late.’ 

‘When’s the funeral ?’ , 

'Four o’clock,’ Max motioned him to come aside, 
aisle near the wall, clasping Levcnthal's hand and stooping 
over it, he burst into tears. He whispered, but oc^sionally 
one of his sobs or half-articulated words broke out of key and 
reverberated through the place. Leventhal stiffened his arm 
and supported him. He heard him say, 'He was covered up, 
and bit by bit, through many repetitions, he learned 
had come into the room unaware that Mickey was ea an 
found the sheet dra^v^l over his head. 

'Awful,' he said. ‘A^vful.’ 

He gazed at Max’s burly back and his sunburnt neck, ai^, 
as his glance moved across the polished rows of benches, he 
saw Elena sitting between Villani and a priest. The look she 
gave him was one of bitter anger. Though the light was poor, 
there was no mistaking it. Her face was white and straining. 
'What have I done?’ he thought; his panic was as great as if 
he had never foreseen this. He was afraid to let her catch his 
eyes and did not return her look. Helping Max up the aisle, he 
sat down beside him, still holding his arm. What would he do 
if then and there - imagining the worst - she began to scream 
at him accusing him ? Once more she turned her face to him 
over her shoulder; it seemed to be blazing in its whiteness. 

She must be mad. / 

She was mad. He did not allow himself to use the word 

again He held it back desperately like a man who is afraid 

to whisper lest he end by shouting. 
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He rode out to the cemetery with Villani and the priest, 
behind the limousine with Max, Elena, Philip, and Mrs Villani. 
During the burial he sheltered himself under a tree, hanging 
back from the others at the graveside in the full blast of the 
sun. When the shovelling of the earth began he walked back 
to the car. The chauffeur was waiting on the running board 
at the edge of the stonedust driveway. The glow of the sun 
in the locust trees gave a yellowish shine to his uniform. He 
had white hair, his eyes were bloodshot and his long lips im- 
patiently drawn as he endured the heat moment by moment 
and breath by breath. Soon Villani and the priest came up. 
The priest was a Pole, stout and pale. He gave a push to his 
black Homburg, lit up, drawing deeply, and let the smoke 
out between his small teeth. Pulling out a handkerchief, he 
wiped his face and neck and the back of his hands. 

‘You’re a relative, huh?’ he said, addressing Leventhal for 
the first time. 

Villani answered for him. ‘He’s the man’s brother. Father.’ 
‘Ah, yeah, tough deal.’ His fingers, virtually nail-less and 
curving at the tips, pinched the cigarette. He looked keenly 
into the sky, creasing the thick white skin of his forehead, and 
made a remark about the heat. The family were now approach- 
ing the cars and the chauffeurs started up the motors. 

‘Too hot back there for three,' said Leventhal, and climbed 
into the front seat. He wanted to avoid the priest. Touching 
the heated metal of the handle, he said mentally, ‘So long, 
kid,’ and peered out of the moving window at the yellow and 
brown of the large-grained soil and at the two booted men 
working their shovels. He occasionally saw Max in the back 
seat of the Cadillac and tried to recall Elena, persistently 
picturing how she had looked on the way to the grave, walk- 
ing between Max and Villani, the fullness of her figure in the 
black dress, the grip of her hands on each arm, the jerking of 
her head. Poor Max, what was he going to do with her ? And 
what about Philip ? ‘I’d take him in a minute,’ he thought. 

He did not say good-bye to the family. It was after sunset 
w en he reached the ferry. The boat went slowly over the 
s uggish harbour. The splash of a larger vessel reached it and 
Leventhal caught a glimpse of the murky orange of a hull, 
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likp the aDDarition of a furnace on tlie water. The searchlight 
on the b«sed over it and it was lost in a — put 
out. But its giant wading was still audible seaward in the , 

“^tf getting off the subway he f “j, 

stopped in the park. Tlie crowd was 

night. The same band of revivalists was on,th= ^erb A woman 
was singing. Her voice and tlie accompaniment °£ ^ 
were very dim, only a few notes emergmg '' before he 

interminable mutter. He searched for a '°"S ““ children 
found a seat near the pond where 
were splashing. The trees were swath^ in sofl g ’ 
the stars were faint and sparse through *■= Palb tenA 
formed a dense, double human wheel ; the pa s ti,ir]oiess 
There was an overwhelming human c oseness ^ ^ 

and Leventhal was penetrated by a sense not merdy of 
crowd in this park but of innumerable millions. 
ing, pressing. What was that story he had 

Hell cracking open on account of the But these 

sea, and all the souls, aammed together, o 

were alive, this young couple vvith bare arms, 
in pregnancy, sauntering, this bootblack au i g 

*tSal W1 to thinking that to his father 

pened in Staten Island today would be flowers 

Hartford the old man used to point at the as e 

in the doorways and remark ^siK of The families^ 

Italian or Irish, died. He was amazed at th 

at the numbers bom and dying. How strange Catholic 

that his own grandson was one of these, uri i . , 

cemetery. With flowers, like the others, n 

occurred to Leventhal for the first time a en 

had him baptized. And that a son of his was a wor g ^ , 

indistinguishable from those who came to t e o 

socks, caps, and shirts. He would not have understood it. 

Heartsick and, tired, Leventhal started home . at ten o ^ 
He did not think of Allbee till he began to go up,, an 
quickened his step. Twisting the key, he threw e oo 
with a bang , and turned on the lights. On the cou i 

tCt 



dining-room, sheets, bathrobe, and towel were twisted together. 
There was half a glass of milk on the floor. 

He went back to the front room and stretched out on the 
bed, intending to rest awhile before taking off his clothes and 
shutting off the lights. He put his hand to his face with a 
groan. Almost at once he fell asleep. 

During the night he heard a noise and sat up. The lights 
were still burning. Someone was in the flat. He went softly 
into the dark kitchen. The dining-room door was open, and 
by the window he saw Allbee undressing. He stood in his 
underpants, pulling his shirt over his head. The fear that Leven- 
thal felt, though deep, lasted only a second, a single thrust. 
His indignation, too, was short lived. He returned to the front 
room and took off his clothes. Switching off the lights, he went 
towards his bed through the dark, mumbling, ‘Go, stay - it’s 
all the same to me.’ He was in a state of indifference akin to 
numbness, and he lay down more conscious of the heat than of 
any emotion in himself. 
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Mr Millikan, who attended to make-up at the printer’s, was 
representing the firm at an all-industry conference, and Leven- 
thal, at midday, had to go to the shop in Brooklyn Heights to 
replace him. 

He waited on the subway platform in the dead brown air, 
feeling spent. He did not know how he was going to get through 
the day. The train rolled up and he sat down spiritlessly 
xmder the slow-wheeling fan that stirred the heat. Again 
and again he thought about the child’s death. So soon closed 
oyer, covered up. So soon. He repeated it involuntarily while 
his head rocked with the bucketing of the cars in the long pull 
under the river that ended below the St George Hotel. He left 
the train and rode up to the street level in the elevator, 

Milhkan had made up four pages, leaving him four more. 
The work went slowly; he became drowsy and made mistakes 
and tedmus recounts. Towards four o’clock, he began to drop 
i52 



off. ‘It’s the machine; he ^ day.^H^ 

and they ran without ^ feel so dull and heavy, 

for a w^k. It was cunous that 

^dyetasthesametimesoapprehen 

He went into a restaurant , /^nth a red, bluff head 
were standing on the mopping the tiles. The 

and freckled, rolUng uL of dirty water to 

waitress made a detour of the advanc 
ask Leventhal to move out of the w y ^ 

the coimter, wiped his mouth o through the lobby of the 
he did not bother to unfold, returned to the 

• St George, examining a few "lag he 

shop. Contemplating the pages m ^^^pped 

sighed and picM np *e his last strip 

before he was done. At half p . - wastepaper. 

and rubbed his hands clean with a piece P P ^ 

On his way to dinner, he f that she was 

mailbox. There was a note from t^m^ail in a day or 

writing a long letter , which she ^^P pocket. He 

two. Disappointed, he slipped the n 
did not go upstairs Near 
garees and straw hat, carrying 

hey, HOW are you, Mr 
yourself some company while your wi e 

‘How do you know? ’said Leventhal. . ^ building. 

‘Us supers, we keep track of . ft is, you find 

We’re supposed to be nosey^ The tenants get 

out even if you. don’t care. You c P know, 

surprised. Brujo, I see through the w • iQ^ing himself 
eh?' He described a, spiral with his ® ’/J ®ear your 

greatly. 'No. You go out in the morning and then I J 
fadio play. This afternoon the dumb-Wer goM P 
fourth floor. Later on, what’s in it ? i-, A -pmpty • so p 

’^•S^*«'s what he's doing?' thought'Whthah 'Guzzlmg 

all day. That’s what I let him in for.’ He said to Nune , 

pot a friend staying with me.’ active 

‘Oh I don’t care who you got.’ Nunez gave a sugg 
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laugh and wrinkled his nose with pleasure, the veins on his 

forehead puffing out. 

‘ Who do you think I’ve got ? ’ 

‘That’s okay. The way the dumb-waiter went up, there was 
no lady pulling on the rope, I know that. Don’t worry.’ He 
swung the bag with his big-jointed, muscular arm tattooed 
with a bleeding heart. Leventhal continued towards the r^- 
taurant. ‘No money for rent,’ he said going down the^ stairs 
and bending under the awning. ‘But for hooch he has it. For 
hooch he can raise it. Where?' It occurred to him that Allbee 
had stolen some article from the house and pawned it. But 
what valuables were there ? Mary’s sealskin coat was in storage. 
Spoons? The silver was not worth stealing. Clothing? But 
a pawnbroker would be running a great risk, seeing how 
Allbee was dressed, to deal with him. No, hockshops had to 
think of their licences. Leventhal did not really fear for his 
clothes. He had a' tweed suit sealed in a mothproof bag in his 
closet; the rest was not worth pawning. And the suit was a 
small enough price to pay for getting rid of Allbee. Allbee 
was certainly clever enough to realize that. Drunks, of course, 
when they were thirsty enough, desperate enough, turned 
reckless. ‘But it isn’t the few bucks he’s after,’ Leventhal 
reasoned. For he had already offered him money. Allbee must 
have some of his own, since he could afford to buy whisky. 
Then what about his being evicted, was that an invention? 
But what of his appearance, that filthy suit of his, his shirt, his 
long hair ? Leventhal tentatively concluded that he kept a little 
money for whisky by economizing on rent and other things. 
‘But I better lock up the valuables meanwhile,’ he told him- 
self. 

He ate a smdl dinner of baked veal overseasoned -with 
thyme, had a glass of iced tea with sandy, undissolved sugar, 
and lit a cigar. Max 'and the family had replaced Allbee in 
his mind. Should he phone ? Not just now, not tonight - he 
busily supplied good excuses, flinching a little at the shadow 
of his own weakness \which lay behind them. He knew it was 
there. But this was not really the time to call. Later, when 
things had settled down. Max would soon find out - assuming 
that Elena’s last look ik the chapel signified what he thought 
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cigar - be had let bis you know,’ he silently 

overloading of the heart . . . twisted might 

explained. People conng ^ j ^o God I’m 

appear to be hughing, he U run *0 old woman 

mong; he said. '1 hope I am. And lE he ca ^ 

out of tlie hou.se, maybe they ca ,„ 2 cther, at least. The 
death ought to bring the fami y c especially 

old woman’s innuence on 'mux oSght to 

she could work round her. cooking and hous^ 

show the old des-il the door. ^ ^^„elt a 

keeping she might try, at a time - ' danger of this on 

posver in the house. He must .-^ow her out, 

Max, who might be inclined to et ic • to 

don’t give her a chancel’ Lcvcntlml <=« ,,here 

rely on her, why , , , And he m^ht .t d f pi^^hed 

he liked and leave Philip in her ban s. ’ . , yack eyes 
out. He sat awhile at his gloomy tot fiied 

giving very little evidence of the gloomy 

At home he took off his jacket .pandering brown 

the window, in the clear depth clouds, he saw the 

smoke and the low-lying red of twihg vitdien into the 
evening star. He went through the "to front 

dining-room, which was empty. presence. It 

room, he was not immediately aware of ^ window 

was only after he had dropped into a chair b^ide Ae m 

that he discovered him sitting between t o 

ner, .and he cried out fiercely, ‘What’s the big 1 ea 

He shot up and turned on the desk lamp, 
shaking. 

‘I was enjoying the evening.’ , ‘Drunken 

‘My foot, the evening,’ Leventhal grum 

bastard I’ ’ , ^ , that Allbee 

• He was stubbornly silent, after this, determin /jlbee’s 
should speak first. The electric clock whirre s ikrown. 

head lay on the back of the chair, his large egs 



wide apart, their weight supported on his heels. His hands, 
loose-wristed, were folded on his chest. After some time he 
moved a little and sighed, ‘This killing heat, it takes my energy 

away.’ 

‘It couldn’t be something besides heat that takes it away, 
could it?’ 

‘What - ?’ 

‘Y/hisky,’ Leventhal said. ‘You're supposed to be looking 
for work. What have you been doing ? Sitting here, drinking ? 
V/hen you came I understood you were going to get some- 
thing to do and find yourself a room.’ 

Allbee brought his head forward. 

‘I don’t want to rush into anything,’ he said beginning to 
smile. ‘In any deal - you know that, you must know it by 
instinct - the worst thing of all is to hurry. Before you make 
up your mind ... if you settle for buttons, peanuts . . . You 
have to think things over,’ he ended with an unsteady, 
delighted, foolish look of self-congratulation. Was he drunk? 
Leventhal wondered. 

‘You, a deal,’ he said contemptuously. ‘What kind of a 
deal have you got ? ’ 

‘Oh, I might have. I might have something.’ 

‘Furthermore, how do you get in and out of here? I locked 
the door last night. I’m sure I locked it.’ 

‘I hope you don’t mind. There were some keys in the kitchen 
and one of them fitted.’ 

Leventhal scowled. Had Mary forgotten her key? Or was 
this an extra ? ‘Originally the agent gave us two,’ he thought, 
‘and the mailbox keys and the key to the locker in the base- 
ment. Or were there tluee house keys V 

‘I wasn’t sure I was coming back,’ said Allbee. ‘But as long 
as there was a possibility of it, I thought it would be more 
convenient to have a key. I tried to call you at yoiu office 
yesterday, but you weren’t in.’ 

‘Don’t start bothering me at the office,’ Leventhal said 
excitedly. ‘ V/hat did you want ? ’ 

‘I wanted to ask your i)ermission about the key, for one 
thing. And then there was something else that occurred to 
me, that on an outside chance there was an opening for some- 



one Uke me at Beaxd and Company, and I might apply. You're 

it.’ 1 1 u rron v>iit stopped. His l3rge full 

■It did so; Allbee ^®%,;^thing sweated repressed 

lips were parted and his lo •„ ruriosity. But, seeing 

laughter; he looked at \nm w ^ seriously. ‘No, it 

him stare hack, he started ov g > eating breakfast, 

did, it struch me aU of a ‘ ^“o^at his placef" 

■■my shouldn't Uventhal he'P S j „ Rudiger. We 
And it's fair enough, isn't rt f ‘ ^^^ut it Lets think 

. won’t count what happened. W appointment with 

of it only as a return courte^. there in person i 

Mr Beard for me - does he do the hmng over 

- and we’ll he square.’ 

‘They don’t need anybody. 

‘Let me find that out for myself. . ^ want.’ 

‘Anyway, they couldn’t 7°^ . j .^ant. It wouldn’t 
•But you don't care what tad of .^etor 



human bait.’ , woTnUpd 

‘No, it wouldn’t, that’s true,’ Leventh^ P '^ ^ey 

‘Then why should you worry about tne yp 
offer me at your place?’ said Leventhal. 

■Didn't I hear you uiga^ette in a jar, and 

He went to the mantel, fumbled for ^ towards the 

sitting down, slid his hand across the watched him. 

packet of matches lying in the ash tray.^ .n^orks I actually 
■You know, when I see how your mind works, 

feel sorry for you,’ he said finally. ^ ++ . it stuck to his lips 

Leventhal pulled deeply at the cigare e, 
andhepluck^itaway. mind the discus- 

^ ‘Look, the answer is a straight ^ discussions.’ His 

^on. I have plenty of trouble as it is. S P . .^ater that 
self-possession was temporary, like a re 

be vaped out at the first swell. j to you 

‘I understand. You’re afraid I’ll tuiP^ ivant to go there 
What you did to me at Dill’s. You thmk I want 



and retaliate by getting you fired. But your introduction isn't 
necessary. I can make trouble for you without it.' 

‘Go ahead.’ 

‘You know I can.’ 

‘Well, do r he began to be shaken by the swells. ‘You think 
the job is so valuable to me? I can live without it. So do your 
worst. Hell with it all I ’ 

‘I took Williston’s word about you. He said you were all 
right, so I made the appointment for you with Rudiger. See ? 

I wasn’t suspicious. It’s not in my make-up. I’m happy to say. 

I didn’t even know who you were, except from seeing you a 
few times at his parties.’ 

‘I feel too low to horse around with you. Allbee. I’m willing 
to help you out. I told you so already. But as far as having 
you in the same office where I could see you every day - no ! 
As it is, there are plenty of people over there I don’t care to 
see every day. You’d fit in with them better than I do. I don’t 
have any choice about them. But I do about you. So it’s out 
of the question. No ! - and finished. I couldn’t stand it.’ 

Allbee seemed to be considering something in Leventhal’s 
words that pleased him, for his smile deepened. 

‘Yes,’ he admitted. ‘You don’t have to have me around. 
And you’re right. I think you really are right. You have a 
choice. I envy you, Leventhal. Because when it came to the 
important things in my life, I never had the chance to choose. 
I didn’t want my wife to die. And if I could have chosen, she 
wouldn’t have left me. I didn’t choose to be stabbed in ' the 
back at Dili's either.’ 

‘Who ! I stabbed you in the back ?’ Leventhal furiously said, 
making a fist. 

‘I didn’t choose to be fired by Rudiger, do you like that 
better? Anyway, you’re in an independent position and I’m 
not.' He was already falling into that tone of speculative 
earnestness that Leventhal detested. ‘Now I believe that luck 
. . . there really is such a thing as luck and those who do and 
don’t have it. In the long run, I don’t know who’s better off. 
It mu^ make things very unreal to have luck all the time. 
But it’s a blessing, in some things, and especially if it gives 
you the chanee to make a choice. That doesn't come very 
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No it doesn’t. It’s hard to 
often, does it? For most don’t choose much, 

accept that, but we have to P ^ and unless we com- 
We don’t choose to to die, either. But ha^g 

mit suicide we don t choose ^ accK^t 

a few choices in between m 7 ^ ^ necessary. The 

to yourself. It makes you feel y over- 
world’s a crowded place, ^ ^e dead. Even they 

aowded place, -ftere’s room enough forj 

get buried in layers, I “ ' , . the living ... Do you 

because they don't want ^ant? There are a 

want anything? Is very same damn thing. 

hundred million others who ^ in the subway 

I don’t care whether its a s^ about it, hut 1 11 

or what. I don't know exactly ho y ,ife 

say. speaking for myself, rt s hard b Catholic 

necessary. 1 wto- “afthe world made?;; 

catechism where it asks, For wn ^lan. 

Something along that Une. jf o^e^.g son. Every man. 
For every man? Yes, for every greater glory 

Precious to God, if you please, ^ /^^dam. He called the 

and given the whole blessed e ’ , , . j wish I could do 
beasts by their nam^ and ^ey ® ^ ^vho repeats "For 

that. Now th^s dever For eve^^^^^^^ 


r everybony wtit. 

..TT ru” “The world was created for m , 

man” it means For me . ^ ^ forever. And 

and I am absolutely required, not only now. 
it's for me, forever." Do==*ntmake se _ 

He put the question with ™ un realized how 

thal looked at his sweating face and only now 

drunk he was. _ , <-cnedally forever ? 

‘Who wants all these people to \ ^ny use for 

Where're you going to put them for 

- them all? hook at all the lousy „ thyself ? Who the 

and I share it with. Love thy neighbour ^ 

devil is my neighbour? I want to M he? 

9 -Pvpn if I wanted to hate him as myse i, 

Vlcp mvself ? God help me if I’m like what, I see aro ‘ ^ j 
^ for eternal life. I’m not letting you in on my secre 

. -ryinttt neople count oh d)ing . . .’ „r>;cv ’ 

^^Leventbal had an impulse to laugh. ‘Don’t be so 
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he said. -1 can’t help it if the world is too crowded for you, 

‘’"^?:e'riaughed. strenuously, wi^ 

his entire face was distended. He cried out thickly, 

^“^StopySS.* hat's plenty, now. You’d better go to sleep. 

'^.Oh^g^rL'fi.eventhall Kindhearted Leventhal, you deep 
Hebrew . . 

‘Enough, stop it 1’ Leventhal interrupted. ^ 

Allbee obeyed, though he went on grinning. From tune to 
time he released a pent-up breath and he sank deeper 

the armchair. . 

‘ Are you really going to do something for me ? he saia. 

‘You’ve got to stop the tricks, first of all.’ 

‘Oh, I don’t want, to see old man Beard,’ Allbee assure^ 
him. ‘I won’t bother you up there, if that’s what^you mean. 
‘You’ve got to try to do something about yourself.’ 

‘But will you really try? You know, use your connexions 

forme?’ 

‘For the love of Mike, I can’t do much. And as long as you 


behave the way you do .. .’ 

‘Yes, you’re right. I’ve got to get next to myself. I have 
change. I intend to. I mean it.’ 

‘You see that yourself, don’t you ? ’ . 

‘Of course I do. Don’t you think I’ve got any sense at all? 

I must take , myself in hand before everything wriggles away 
from me . . . get back to what I . was when Flora was ahve. 

I feel worthless. I know what I am. Worthless.’ . Delinous 
tears came to his eyes. ‘There were good things in me.’ He 
struggled and fumbled, half revolting in the fervour of his self- 
abasement, but half .- ah,, half you could, not help feeling 
sorry. ‘Williston will tell you. Flora would if she was here to 
speak and forgive me. I think, she would. She loved me. .You 
can see bow I’ve come down if I talk to you like this. If she 
were alive, it wouldn’t hurt me so much to be a failure.’ 

‘Ah, quit- I’ , 

‘I’d still be ashamed, but at least I wouldn’t have so much 
to blame myself for.’ . . 
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never blame yourself in a 

‘You? You hypocrite, youd^ 
thousand years. I know your p pje put the heel of 

am to blame. I taow “y ^dely, 

Ms hand to Us wet forehead, spread 

and wept. . . , i,;_j „£ dismayed pity. He 

Leventhal regarded him tvrth a kmd 

rose and Stood wondering w at o ^Qgee, I suppose,' he 

■The thing to do is to ^ match, held 

dedded. He hurried to fill the p • star-shaped 

it to the burner. The o„ and measured out the 

rows. He tapped the jar with the p 

coffee. , - rnom Allbee was asleep. 

• When he came back ^ ^ . „ogee for you.’ He clapped 
He shouted, ‘Wake up. I’m one of his lids and 

his hands and shook him. Fma^ y thought with 

looked at his eye. ‘Passed out, he • slide 

grim distaste, ‘Cp I let him stay , idea of 

out of the chair and he on ,,, on the floor and 

spending the night like that, ^ cnmewhat. Besides, he 

perhaps waking up, frightene ^vpusting smell of alcohol 
was beginning to be aware of ^ the chair and 

that came from him. He hau e Idtchen door he 

began to drag him from -uy the wrists, and he 

lifted him onto his back, him into the day 

carried him' to the dining-room and droppea 

bed. 


^7 

• p week was shortened. 

Labour Day was approaching , the com ^.opy had to be 

Press time had been moved ac _ editors to an- 

ready by Friday. Beard called a me swivelled 

nounce this. He was in a ^^ .of the carpet in the 

back and forth, catching the ^ he lifted his hand 

casters of his chair. At every o official occasion because 

and let it fall slacUy. ' long. They had Aeir 

Of the holiday. He wouldn t keep 



V aiid brevity was the soul of wit. But this had been a 
for firm, and he wanted the personnel to know, 
good year for j ^ hard work. When 

» Thly went together. So he, 
Tlmktag his people so Lch as complimenting them. 
n“was"to wear out, than to rust out, as was often 
au^ed He was a hard worker himself. He, lived five miles ^ 
crow flies from the office and he alwys allowed hims^ 
enough time so that if the subway broke down- he could sffil 
“y the distance before nine o’clock. If a job was worffi 
holding it was worth being loyal to. Life without ioyalty w^ 
hte- Shakespeare said it - a flat tamed piece. Leventhal m 
his white shirt, his face concealing his sombre, weary annoy- 
ance, knew this was aimed at him. He kept his eyes on the im- 
age of the light striped mndow shade filling like a sail in tn 
glass of the desk which was already cleared for the holiday. 

‘Grosser philosoph/ Leventhal, walking through the o&ce, 
repeated his father’s phrase- v\dth all his father’s satire. Of ail 
days to waste time. He got back to work even before the lamp 
over his papers had come .to its full blue radiance. He had 
promised himself to take a breather today in order to thinK 
things over. But he was not really sorry to be too busy. 

Mr Millikan, his face pale and his nostrils widened, strode 
through the office carrying galley sheets in each hand. Mr 
Fay stopped by to remind Leventhal about his manufacturer 
•who wanted a spread. 

‘First thing next week. I’ll take care of it,’ Leventhal said. 
‘On Tuesday.’ 

‘Say, I’m sorry to hear you had such bad luck in your family 
- bereavement.’ Mr Fay’s lips thinned, his tone was formal, and 
the skin began to gather on his forehead. Who was it ? 

‘My brother’s kid.’ 

'Oh, a child.’ 

‘A little boy.’ 

'Tliat’s awfully tough. Beard mentioned it to me.’ The 
severity of his lips gave him a look of coldness bordering on 
suffering. Leventhal understood what caused it. 

'Any other children ?’ 

‘They have another son.* 
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^That makes it a little easier.’ 

‘Yes/ Leventhal said. 

He let his work drift briefly while he gazed after Mr Fay. 
He at least was decent. Beard might have taken a moment off 
to say something. And Millikan rushed by and didn’t even have 
time to nod. It showed the low quality of the people, their in- 
feriority and meanness. Not that it made any difference to him. 
This Millikan, when he finally did get around to ask a personal 
question, never listened to the answer, only seemed to. He 
was like a shellfish down in the wet sand, and you were the 
noise of the water to him. Leventhal glanced over his desk - the 
papers, the glassful of coloured pencils, the thick inkstand, the 
wire letter tray. There were several messages on his spindle 
and he tore them off. One, dated yesterday, was from Williston ; 
he wanted him to call. Leventhal held the slip of paper in his 
palm, against his chest, and looked down at it. He thought, ‘I’ll 
call him when the pressure’s off me. It couldn't be so urgent or 
he would have tried to reach me at the shop or at home, last 
night.’ 

At noon the receptionist rang to say that there was a man 
in the waiting-room looking for him. 

‘What’s his name ? ' 

‘He didn’t give any.' 

‘Well, ask him, will you ?’ The phone went silent. There was 
no response when he tried to signal her a few minutes later. He 
walked into the aisle to look at the switchboard. Her place was 
vacant. He took his straw hat from the hook and put it on. It 
had been his first guess that the visitor was Max. Max, however, 
would have given his name. It was probably Allbee. So much 
for his promise not to bother him at work. The waiting-room 
was deserted. Leventhal, trying to force open the opaque glass 
slide to see whether she had returned to her switchboard by 
another entrance, heard her behind him. She was coming 
through the office door. 

‘Well, did you locate him.?' 

‘Yes, he's in the corridor, but he doesn't want to give his 
name or come in. She was laughing, perplexed, and her small 
eyes seemed to ask Leventhal what was up. He stepped into 
the corridor. 



Allbee was watching the cables and the rising weight at the 
back of the elevator shaft. He was carrying his jacket wrapped 
around his arm; his face was yellow and unshaven, his soiled 
shirt open; he stood loose^hipped, one hand bent against his 
chest. His shoes were imtied. He appeared to have dragged on 
his clothes as soon as he got out of bed and set out, without 
losing a second, to see him. No wonder the girl had laughed. 
But Leventhal was not really disturbed either by her laughing 
or by Allbee himself. The lower half of the red globe above the 
doors lit up and the elevator sprang to a soft stop. He, and 
Allbee crowded in among the girls from the commercial school 
upstairs. 

‘Nice,’ Allbee whispered. They were forced to stand close. 
Leventhal could scarcely move his arms. ‘Nice little tender 
things. Soon you and I, we’ll be too old to take notice.’ Leven- 
thal was silent. ‘Last night he was crying for his wife,’ he was 
thinking as they sank slowly along the wall. 

Allbee followed him through the lobby and into the street. 

‘I thought you said you weren’t going to come around?’ 
said Leventhal. 

‘You’ll notice that I waited outside.’ 

‘Well, I don’t want you around. I told you that.’ 

Allbee’s eyes shone at him with reproachful irony. They 
were quite clear, considering how drunk he had been. His 
voice was thick, however. ‘I promised you I wasn’t going to 
make trouble for you here. Since things are like this between 
us, you ought to have a little faith in me.’ 

'Yes ?' said Leventhal. ‘How are things between iis ?’ 

‘Besides, I had a look at the goings-on inside. That’s not for 


me. 


Well, what’s on your mind? Make it quick. I have to have 
lunch and get right back.’ 

Allbee was slow to begin. Could it be, Leventhal wondered, 
that he was imprepared and improvising something ? Or was 
it part of his game to appear awkward, like this ? 

' I know you’re suspicious of me,’ he finally said. 

‘Come on, let’s have it.’ 

He wiped his hand over his eyes. There were lines of strain 
about the root of his nose. 
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‘I’ve got to get myself in motion. 

•What, “•ey°“Soingaway? ^ j ^h^fs 

•No, I didn’t say I ^ He reflected. 'I was 

miderstood. I morfy ® do something about myseM. 

in dead earnest last mgb.t , I things I’ll have to have 

But before I can start there are certamto^s ^ 

... dean np, make myself look a nme 
can’t approach anybody this way. 

Leventhal agreed. , , clucked at it. ‘My 

•I should get a haircut. And ^”^’^;^^^„“money.' 

suit shoifldbecleaned I don’t have any trouble 

‘You find money for whisicy. 

, about that.’ somewhat impressive. 

Allbee’s look was earnest and ev 

despite the sullen sickliness of his , what did you do 

■I suppose you weren’t drunk last night. What 

it on, sink water ?’ monev. the last few 

•That was absolutely the la^o 
dollars. The last connexion with her, 

slowly, ‘in something tangible. crpr.tirallv. His gaze con- 

Leventhal raised his eyes to him shrugged and 

tained all the comment he thought necessary. He stir gg 

turned his face away. sympathize. 

•I didn’t expect you to approve of that or eve 

You people, by and large -and this IS ^y ^ tolerate 

ing else, ^^e it f°v wh^* to my wife. That 



wasn’t sentimental. Just the opposite. g senti- 

shirt with those last few dollars of hers wou ^ 

mental. Worse. That would have been h^ 

lips made a burst of disgust. cheap ^and dis- 

go the way the rest did. It would have been ch^P 

honest to use the last dime differently from the 

• In other words, it was all for your vtife.’ -avance 

‘It was. I wasn’t going to use a single cent of it t 
mvself with. I felt bound to do it that way no mattCT how 
much it hurt me. And it did hurt me.’ He put his hand to his 
breast. ‘But this way I’ve been decent, at least. I didn t ecome 
a success at her expense. I didn’t become what I wasn t before 
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she died. And consequently I can face myself today.* He stood 
swaying over him, ungainly, his mouth beginning to .swell out 
derisively. 'You wouldn't have done that, Lcvcnthal' 

‘Maybe I wouldn’t have to,’ Lcvcnthal said disgustedly. 

‘It’s easy for you to say. You haven't Ixicn touched. Wait till 

you’re touched.’ 

‘Pardon?’ 

•Wait till something happens to your v/ife.' 

Lcvcnthal blazed up. ‘You stop that harping on something 
happening . . . and tliat hinting. You've done it l>cfore. Damn 
you, you stop 1 ’ 

‘I don’t want anything to happen,’ Allbce said. 'All I've been 
trying to show is that you’ve been luckier than I. But you 
shouldn’t forget that luck cuts both ways and l>c prepared, and 
when you're in my position - if you ever are. That's the v/hole 
thing, that if.’ He had recovered his favourite key and he 
brightened, ‘if swings us around by the ears, like rabbits. But if 
. . . ! And you have to square it with yourself, ever)' mistake 
you ever made, all your sins against her, then maybe you’ll 
admit it isn’t so simple. That’s all I want to say.’ 

‘Oh, now we’re on my sins.’ 

‘I'm not talking about cheating on your wife. I don’t know 
how it stands, but that’s a very unimportant part of it - your 
cheating on her, or her cheating on you. What I'm talking about 
holds good regardless. You mustn’t forget you’re an animal. 
There’s where a lot of unnecessary trouble begins. Not that I’m 
in favour of infidelity. You know how I feel about marriage. 
But you see a lot of marriages where one partner takes too 
much from the other. When a woman takes too much from a 
man, he tries to recover what he can from another woman. 
Likewise the wife. Everybody tries to work out a balance. 
Nature is too violent for human ideals, sometimes, and ideals 
ought to leave it plenty of room. However, we’re not monkeys, 
either, and it’s the ideals we ought to live for, not nature. That 
brings us back to sins and mistakes. I heard of a case . . .' 

Leventhal cried. Do you think I’m going to stand here and 
listen to your, cases’’ 

T thought you might be interested.’ Allbee said pacifyingly. 
‘Well, I’m not.’ 



trembled and flashed. ^ 

‘ V/here do you eat around here ? 

■Down a way.’ yo„; said 

TVipv rame to a comer. INO ubc ^ 

Albee. ’I hadmy 

•Good-bye.’ Leventhal said ,.i rear, 

glanced at the traffic Ught. Allbee tog . , 

■I wanted to ask you - will you lend me a tew 

■ “•To;iitlifeoverr saidLeventhal. still looking away. 

•You offered me some, a while , , „thal turned 

, •TeU me why I should give you anythmg. Leventn 

squarely to him. r^nzzled smile while 

Allbee met this with an t 3 ,anced and 

Leventhal, on the other hand, felt 
confident. 

‘You tell me,’ he said again. ^ dropped his glance, 

‘You offered it. You’ll get it bac lowered lids, 

and there was a curious flicker not cnty m te low 

over the fullness o£ his eyeballs, but over s o£ 

•Yes, naturaUy I wiU,’ Leventhal said. You re 
honour.’ 

■1 want to borrow ten bucfe is ,,hat I’ll let 

■You raised it. You said five, bef , 
you have. But I’ll give you nouce now 
drunk . . 

‘Don’t worry about that.’ 

‘Worry ? It’s not my lookout. 

‘I’m not a drunkard. Not a real one. really, what 

Leventhal had half a mind to ask w . ^ -v^th casual 
he genuinely thought he was. But he ’ so 

irony,. ‘And here I believed you when f 
reckless.’ He opened his wallet and took ou l>utton- 

. •! appreciate it,- said f ptof^-k.- 
It up in his shirt pocket. You 11 get every p 



A° bee urnrf .w..y, .™<1 Ixvcnth.l tbouKln, ’If he »!xs on 
,ho rLd l>e probnbly O.inhs bell bnve one nn.i H-nt - hell 
take two and tlien a dozen. Tbafs Ibc v.-.ay ihey arc. 

Tlicrc was a letter from Maty wailing for him iltat cveamf. 
He nulled it out of the mailltox thankfully. Mlbccs hints had 
bothered him more tlian lie knew. He had brushed tlicm asioc. 
What reason did he have to be anxious atout her ? 
there were coincidences; tilings were mentioned and then 
they occurred. He worked his finger under the ilap and tore 
open the envelope. Tlic letter was Uiick. He .sat dovm on 
emirs and read it in absorption and deep pleasure. It was da.cd 
Tuesday night; she had just come back from omner at her 
uncle’s. She asked for news of Mickey - Lcvcnihal had put off 
writing about him - and she complained mildly al>out her 
mother. It was comical and strange that her moliier treated Iier 
like a child. She didn’t make coffee enough for two in tiie 
morning, assuming that her daughter .still drank milk, unable 
to grasp the fact that she was not merely a grosvn v/oman but 
a woman no longer so young. Tliis morning a few grey hairs 
had showed up. Old I Lcvcnthal smiled, but his smile v/as 
touched with solicitude. He turned tlic page. She had so much 
time on her hands and so little to do that she had liought yard* 
goods and was sewing herself some slips, trimming tliem \vith 
lace from old blouses of her mother’s, ‘still in good condition 
and very pretty as you’ll see when I get home’. The rest of the 
letter was about her brother’s children. He put it to his moutk 
as though to cover a cough and touched the paper wth his 

lips. 

If, she were still in Baltimore, he would have gone do\TO for 
the holiday. But unless he flew, he could not get back from 
Charleston by Tuesday. And besides there was her mother in 
Charleston, recently widowed and no doubt difficult. He would 
wait and have Mary to himself in a few weeks, when things 
were quieter. She would make them quieter. He had great faith 
in her ability to restore normalcy. 

The thought of reunion made entering the house all the 
harder. He listened at the door before going in. He wanted to 
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avoid being taken to M- 

‘Let him just come back drunK, Levenui 

‘Thats all I ask. , v The sink was 

Within a few days tie flat had I’®™”" die 

full of dishes and garbage, newspapers ^ 

front-room floor, the ash trays were SP''^S ’ 

stank. Depressed, Levemhal opened XSav!i tehips 
Wilma! Didn't she generaUy come on 

Mary had forgotten to ask her to ^ pia^e. Pick- 

decided to ask Mrs Nnnez tomorro pmntv. The tiles 

ing up an ash pray, he curtains for support: 

were sUppery. He grasped te s uttered something 

they were wet. In the dark his fo 

sodden and, setting the ash tray in V angry 

floor and picked up his cotton "" f “%Tbeto to 
Step into the front room and spread nocket pale 

light. There were shoeprints on it an ^ found 

blue stains that looked ^e lifc^fs business card, 

several ads tom from the paper, Ja smear-;, . 

the one jokingly ^ toi Mary a fevv-wdeks 

ed, the two postcards he bad ^ j fugg was 

ago. He hurled the robe sucking bitch !’ he 

drawn, his mouth gaping wi^ rage- l^pgling ferociously 

brought out, almost inarticidate an 

against a stifling pressure in his papers out 

before his desk, threw the wntmg ’ through them 

of the pigeonholes and drawers, an eg 

- as if, in his numbness and blmdnjs, he couW ^ ^ 

hissing. Awkwardly, his hands sti , cheques, old bank- 
letters, bills, certificates, bundles of c^c 
books, recipes that Mary had blotter, banged 

Heaping them together again he pic P jjjto 

the leaf with his knee, and pushed them, d 
a drawer. He locked it, put the key m ^ 
sat down on the bed. He still retaine ‘pH kill him 1’ 

pings he had taken from the pocket o mattress between 

Cried, bringing his fist down stared as 

i^is knees ; and then he was silent an j blindness with 

Plough he were trying to force open an mward bim 



the sharp edge of something actual. He rubbed his fingers 
Sickly on his forehead. Presently he began to read Marys 
cards Jthe words of intimacy meant only for him. There were 
a few private references and abbreviations that no one else 
could understand;, the drift of the rest was hard to miss To 
carry them around like that, to keep them to look at ! he 
thought. He felt a drench of shame like a hot liquid over his 
neck and shoulders. Tf that isn't nasty, twisted, bitching duty . 

It sickened him. If Allbee had seen them accidentally ... that 
too would have been hateful to him. But it was not accidental ; 
Allbee had gone into his things, his desk - Shifcart’s card proved 
that, for Leventhal was certain he had put it away - and 
snooped over his correspondence and kept these car(k to amuse 
himself with. And perhaps he had seen Mary’s earliest letters, 
the letters of reconciliation after the engagement was broken. 
They were in the desk, somewhere. Was that the reason he had 
made those remarks today about marriage and the rest? He 
might have made them without knowing, on the chance that he 
was susceptible. Nearly everyone was. Leventhal thought with 
^ a stab of that incident before his marriage and Mary’s be- 
”hlvibur, which he still did not understand. How could she have 
done that? But he had long ago decided to accept the fact and 
stop puzzling about the cause. 'To Allbee, who might have read 
the letters, it must have seemed a wonderful opportunity: 
Ivlary away, and so why not drop a hint ? V/hat he did not 
know was that Leventhal’s old rival was dead. He had died of 
heart-failure two years ago. Mary’s, brother had brought the 
news on his last visit north. It wasn’t to be found in a letter. 

To himself he said, ‘A lot a dirty drunk like that would 
know about a woman like Mary.’ 
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The dark came on. He did not light the bed lamp but sat, still 
with the cards in his hand, waiting for Allbee, listening for 
footsteps and hearing instead a variety of sounds from below, 
the booming of radio music through the floor, mixed voices, 
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• f tt,. mnes in the dumb-waiter; the cries of boys 
the rasping of the rest, as distinct 3S 

scudding dovTO ^ £ the sun, the coloured, 

sparks from fire. With the jj^to 

brilliant combers of clou ro -.gied on the peaks of 

gtey and blue, -hhe red hgto , eoast. The 

buildings, pilot warnings, hke sho ^ jhal gazed sug- 

tuiperfecdonsof thepane^oughj^^he^^^^^^ 

gested the thickeimg ot ^ smell. A breeze 

looks up towar^ the surface^ ^e„g 

had begun to blow ; it swayed 

the papers on the floor. f^mt, gold 

After a time. Leventhal held h , mh. It was 

bits of light under the window and ^ 
weli past eight; he had ten sit ng 
He looked meditative y into the lapsed 

passed over. From w“™g “ he felt hungry and 

gradually into a state of mert r Allbee, who was 

got up to go to “ 'S'X dotofii; some bar 

probably drinking up the last o quickest way. It 

and was in that case disposing o , , ^ showed up, 

was just as well, he reflected, that f "^^.^ously. Once 

for what he obviously wanted was o Leventhal, as he 

he had succeeded in this he could work him. Leventn 

liked. And that, quite plainly, was his o ]e ■ small 

The restaurant was full; there was a cr customers 

bar; He moved to the rear in search o a a ^ ^rt^hat 

next at the bar,’ the bony, dark hand and he 

I can do for you.’ He had a cup of co , ^yait with 

hurried away. Leventhal was undecided WJ^^^ 
the others or stand at the kitchen if he got 

that the waiter would 'give him a tab e o of the 

into the crowd. He continued towar^ s cooks 

Idtchen passage. Through the arch he sa ^^.ms and 

beside the brick oven wiping the flour brushed against 
waving his apron to cool his face. hito his path 

someone who seemed to have stretche pardon.’ A 

accidentally. Without looking, he sai , . though it 

man said laughingly, ‘Why don’t you wa , ^ he did not 

was peculiar that this should be said wi 



turn but merely nodded, and he was going on when he feh his 
iacket being pulled. It was Williston. Phoebe was with him. 

‘Well, hello,’ she said. ‘Don't you talk to people any more?’ 
It came' over Leventhal that she was accusing him of deliber- 
ately avoiding them. 

‘My mind was somewhere else,’ he said, his cheeks darken- 
ing coarsely. 

‘ Sit down. Are you alone ? ’ 

‘Yes, I am. They promised me a table, so don’t Tet me ... 
‘Oh, come ahead. Here.’ Williston pushed back a chair. 
Leventhal hesitated, and Phoebe said, ‘What’s the matter, 
Asa?’ in a, manner that indicated it was impossible to show 
reluctance for another moment without offending her. 

‘Oh, Mary’s out of town,’ he said, ‘and I don’t bother too 
much about meals. I just run out and grab something. And 
you’re almost through.’ 

‘Now sit down, will you ? ’ said Williston. 

‘What does your wife’s being away have to. do with it? My 
Lordl’ 

Leventhal looked at her dead-white complexion, her thick 
level eyebrows, and the short, even teeth her smile revealed. 
The noise of the place cut off their conversation for a moment. 
He accepted the chair, massively crowding the table as the 
waiter passed behind him. With an anxious face he struggled 
up again to catch his attention. He sat down again, telling 
himself not to be so . nervous. Why should they rattle him ? He 
read the menu with his hand to his forehead, feeling the heat 
and moisture under his fingers, and putting his swarming emo- 
tions in order. ‘What’s the matter; can’t I stand up to them?’ 
he asked himself. The challenge strengthened him. When he 
closed the menu he was surer of himself. The waiter came up. 
'What’s special ?’ he said. 

Soup, you want bean soup ? Lasagna, we got tonight.’ 

‘I see mussels,’ He pointed to the shells. 

‘Very good,’ said Phoebe, 

‘A in possilopo/ The waiter wrote. 

* And a bottle of beer ; a plate of soup to start ’ 

‘Right up.’ 

‘I’ve been trying to reach you.’ Williston said. 
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•Ohr Leventl«l t^e4 to him. ‘Mj-tlung in panicularr 

■The same matter.’ teen 

‘I got your message. I ^^as going l 

tied up.’ 

■By what?’ saidjhoeb^ 

Uventhal considered his ans\/cr. n onlidtine s^on- 

of his family: he did not want to appear to ^ 

pathy, and besides he was incapable of 
death conversationally. The thought was rei g 
'Oh, things,’ he said. 

‘Labour Day pile-up, eh V said Wilhston. ^ 

'That and some private things. Mostly work. 

•mat are you doing with yourself over 
Phoebe asked him. ‘Planning to go somewhere? Were invnted 

to Fire Island-’ 

‘No, I’m not going anysvhere.’ man ’ 

■Are you facing three days in town alonei You rnam 
Tm not what you might call alone, exactly. glanc 

ed at her, speaking quietly. ’1 have a friend of yours staying 

™*rours?’ she cried. He saw that he had her off balance. 
‘You mean Kirby Allhee 7 

T wan^to ask you about that,' said Wffliston. 'Is he still 
Viithyou?' 

‘Tell* me how is he?’ Phoebe said. 'I didn’t know you 
came about him, the other night. I wouldn’t have stayed in the 

realize you were so interested.’ 

‘ W n now I’d like to know how he is,’ she said. Levenfhal 
wonder^ how much of his description Williston had repeat- 

to hear more from you.’ Her habitual cool 
, ’ rm-spr was missing. A faint colour appeared belo''^ 

he Commented to.himself, 'Out [„ the open, 
SSse' He delayed, tWiddng that Wffliaon might 
?vaiter put the black and green mussels before bimr 



said, taking up the fork as if to weigh it, ‘Oh, he’s getting 

around.’ He began to eat. ^ 

‘ Is he very broken up about Flora ? 

‘His wife ? Yes, he’s broken up.’ 

‘It must have been terrible for him. I never thought theyd 
separate. They started out so brilliantly. 

‘Brilliant?’ Leventhal thought. He paused, letting them see 
that the word had struck him. ‘What does she mean ? That’s 
only the way women talk about marriage. What could be 
brilliant? He, Allbee, brilliant?’. He made an indifferent move- 
ment of concession. 

‘I attended the wedding, if you want to know why it inter- 
ests me,’ she said. 

‘Phoebe and Flora were room-mates at school.’ 

‘Were they?’ said Leventhal, somewhat curious. He poured 
the beer. ‘ I met her a few times at your house.’ 

'Yes, you must have,’ Williston said. 

Phoebe for a brief moment regained her usual manner. ‘At 
the church I remember they were going to have a singer and 
they didn’t on account of his mother. They didn’t want to 
hurt her feelings. Everybody humoured her about her singing. 
She studied in Boston for years and years. She was about sixty, 
and she might have had a voice once, but she certainly didn’t 
have one then. She sang anyway. She was bound to, at her 
son’s wedding. They couldn’t stop her. Poor Kirby. But the old 
lady was very nice. She told me she had beautiful legs when 
she was a girl and was so proud of them, wasn't it a shame she 
had to wear long skirts ? She said she was bom too soon.’ 

‘Excuse me for asking,’ put in Leventhal, ‘but was this mar- 
riage supposed to be a good thing from his wife’s point of 
view?' 

‘What do you mean?’ 


‘Did her family like him ?’ 

They were suspicious. But I thought he was very promising. 
Intelligent and charming. So did lots of other people. I always 

believed he d outdistance all our friends.’ 


Wniiston coiTolwrated her. ‘Yes, he’s brainy and well read, 
too. He used to read an awful lot.’ 


'And suddenly the bottom falls out. I wonder whom you 
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‘StiUdnnbnn.t-^’ *• ‘What’s the ur;e of 

■Still r l/iventhil sitroRr.rf. t >5 .f 10 tt.i>. 

asV.iriS^?' , *. o in Pven before he started 

■KO. he v.-.i.r. just ■^•hnl ' y>;;;-^dhow hc-.t nwUng out and 
drinhing. but you haven t mid m. 

v/nat he’s doing.’ what he’s going 

•He's doing nothing. And he nasn 

to do, either.’ , . .^yjn you?’ Her face 

‘Well ash him to come over and sec us. ^vl y 

vras tremulous with hidden resentment. XVilliston 

•With pleasure.' Lcventlial so ^ 

was turning over a spoon ^ in the ^vrong, 

very little realizing, f f Jf^^nterEm Leventhal 

*ey wanted him to stay witlr them, only to vis^t 



And why, Lcvcnthnl wanted to know, didn’t .t occur to Phocte 
io ask why Allbec was with him rather than with his friends? 
Locically, tlicy were tlic ones tor him to go to. But it struck 
him in examining her white face, that there were cenam 
logical questions she didn't want to ask. She did not want tlie 
facts; she warded tliem off. In a general way she understood 
them' well enough, he was sure. She only wanted to insist tliat 
Allbee be taken care of. And chances were that she no more 
wanted to see him in his present condition than he wanted to 
see her. She probably knew what he was like. Oh, of course she 
knew. But she wanted him changed back to what he had been. 
‘My dear lady,’ Leventhal protested in thought, ‘I don’t ask you 
to look at things my way, but just to look. That would be 
enough. Have a look!' However, and he always returned to 
tiiis the Willistons had been kind to him ; he was indebted to 
them. - Although what Williston had done for him was nothing 
compared to what he was being told implicitly to do for 


Allbee. 

Williston roused himself, or so it appeared to Leventhal. T 
don’t think Kirby wants to see us now, dear,’ he said. ‘He would 
have come before.’ 

‘Too bad he hasrft,’ said Leventhal. He showed more feeling 
than he had intended, and Phoebe quickly took him up. 

‘ I don’t think I understand that, Asa,’ she said. 

‘You ought to see him. From the way you’re talking about 
him, I don't think you’d recognize him. I know I don’t recog- 
nize the same man.’ 

‘Well, that may not be my fault.’ She stopped with a short 
release of breath. The red began to come out again under her 
eyes. 

‘I suppose he has changed,’ said Williston slowly. 

‘Believe me, he’s not what Phoebe says. I’m telling you.' 
Leventhal tenaciously limited himself to this in order to con- 
trol his mounting sense of ■wrong. 

‘You ought to be more charitable,’ Phoebe said. 

At Ais he almost lost his head, staring at her while the colour 
spread to her cheeks. He pushed away his plate, muttering, ‘I 
can’t change myself over to suit you.’ 

‘What ? ’ said Williston. 
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'lsaid,ifrmnot,I’mnotl’ exactly. Phoebe? 

‘1 don't tbink Phoebe meant what she said, ex 

I think Asa got the wrong ■ prudexngly said. 

■I see that you misunderstood me, she grudging y 

■Well, it doesn't make any diff^en^ promising, 

•I didn't mean anything “cept ^by 

andsoon.Iwasn'tsayingan3^)ngbut* 

What did she know about him? he 

But he was silent. .. . j^elp out with 

■I phoned because I teen able to dihik o£ 

a httle money, said Williston. a 

a job for him. hut he must need things. 1 guess 

few dollars.’ 

‘That’s right,’ Leventhal said. 

•I want to give you ten or so ^ou dont h 
where it comes from. He might not want 

from me.’ • , . verv nice of you.’ 

•i'll give it to him,’ said ’j^ed S^m in the blue 

The Willistons left. Leventhal wa bottles. Stan 

mirror of the bar above the massed tat and 

waited while Phoebe stopped to ^tve ^ ^te awning, 

they went up the stairs together, passing under tn 
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From the foyer he saw Mrs Nunez “®"|,"tri3?h™ chin 
divan, putting up her freshly was e • 
against her breast, and there were pm sbirt. He rapped, 

strewn on the brown and white squares o change 

and she drew her hair back from her 

her position or cover her unsymmetnca ^ <1 was 

■1 don't want to disturb you,’ he smd, lo ^ 

thinking - the flats pretty dirty. Could you 

about a cleaning woman? Ours hasnteen . pp do it 

'Clean? I don’t know anybody. If ns 
for you, I don’t do the heavy work. ^ neater.’ 

‘Nothing heavy, I just want the place to 




listened for a provocative note in hi. answer; there was 

none. He looked at him _ 

■ I haven’t had a drink today, said AUbee. ^ 

•ctlinhere-There-ssomething 1 want to findout. 

'What is it?’ 

‘Not here ; in the house.’ 7 - a<;ked 

Allbee held back. 'What’s the ^oubl^ \".7^;^ard. Allbee 

Leventhal seized his coat and and, with 

resisted, and he lay hold ^ rekindled, dragged 

a sullen look of determination, foot. He 

him into the house and flung c himself anew, and 

twisted him around. Allbee trie j. 

Leventhal shouted, ' Wliat the hell do you think 

'What are you talking about ? , 

•You’ll answer me. You wont due' 

He tore his coat out of short laugh, won- 

• What’s the idea ?’ he said ^vlth a trembling, 

deringly. 'Have you !’ Leventhal was 

'How much do you think I everything ?' 

panting. ‘Do you think you can ^ get a y 
‘Don’t lose your head, now. ^ seated fairly. 

looked at him ^^e ce^ain advantages over me 

I’m in your house, and you have certain , 

...Anyway, you ought to tell mew a cards. 

‘This is what ifs about. Leventh bladcmailer. 

•Going through my d^k like a damned crook 

That’s -what it’s about.’ inncplv towards them. 

•Oh, is that it?‘ He swung hjs loosdy tow 

LeventhaVs voice broke as he cn ■ J I jet you 

thing! You followed me ar^ tU„gs, my 

in here and you get your dirty 

privatebusiness, my letters/ , . ^’t touched your letters. 

- ‘Well, now, that’s not true. I haven t to 

I’m not interested in your business. ^wevv the cards down. 

•Where did I find these 1’ Leventhal threw 

‘In mybathrobe that you were weanng. 

•Thafs where I found them I do"' is the kind of 
against such accusations. They-re not fair, 
thing that gets people in trouble. 



‘Isn’t this yours?’ Leventhal picked up a clipping from the 

classified ads. , 

‘Oh, I know what was in that pocket. But some of it was 

there when I put the robe on. Maybe you object to the fact 

that I used the robe. I m sorry, I . . . 

Leventhal refused to be deflected. ‘You mean to say that you 

didn’t go through my desk ? ’ 

Allbee made a movement of sincere, straightforward denial. 
‘How about this. Where did you get this ?’ Leventhal pointed 

to Shifcarf s card. ^ 

‘I found it on the floor. Now, there I’ll admit ... if I did 
anything really wrong it was to take that card. It v/as on tlie 
floor near your bed. I had no right to keep it. Perhaps you 
needed it. I should have asked. But I didn’t think of that. I was 
interested in it. In fact, I was going to bring it up in connexion 
with something I’ve been thinking about but kept forgetting.’ 
‘You’re lying.’ 

Allbee was silent. He stood looking at him. 

‘I didn’t put the postcards in the bathrobe,’ said Leventhal, 
‘ and this card of Shif cart’s was in the desk.’ 

Allbee answered simply, ‘If you didn’t put them there, then 
a third party must have. I know I didn’t.’ 

‘But you read them 1’ He said this violently, but he wanted 
to sink away. 

‘Yes, I did,’ Allbee dropped his eyes as if to spare him. 
‘Damn you to hell!’ Leventhal shouted in anguish and out- 
rage. ‘That’s not all you read. What else ! ’ 

‘Nothing.’ 

‘You did !’ 


‘No, that was all. I couldn’t avoid looking them over. It 
wasn t intentional. But I took them out of the pocket and so I 
had to see what they were. It’s mostly your wife’s fault. She 
should have put them in an envelope - things like that. I never 
would have pTdled a letter out of an envelope. But I read this 
before I realized what it was. It’s not so serious, is it ? What’s so 
special about your cards ? Any wife might write like that to a 
husband or a husband to a wife. And an old married man like 

V th ^ ^ ® person, say a young girl, 

got hold of them. And even then, I wonder if anyLdy is 
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Leventhal shrugged. _ .. , ^ your 

•Oh, if you got tl^cm in your ha.r. ha^ like ^^aL 

hair amazes me. Whenever ^ you want to 

some people you sometimes d 

see if your man is wearing V ij. 

tried to imagine how it would be 
hard to comb?’ 

‘What do you mean, is it hard ? 

‘I mean, does it tangle. It must break the teetti ou 

Say, let me touch it once, wll you ^ 7>v.,.ca5d 

•Don’t be a fool. It’s hair. What’s hair ? he said. 

‘No, it’s not ordinary hair.' ^ 

■Ah, get out,' Leventhal said, drawng sniil- 

Allbee stood up. ‘Just to satisfy > . ^ found himself 

tag. He fingered_Leven*aVs hmr, anything. 

caught under his touch and felt in p 

But then he pushed his hand away, cr>Tng, 

‘It’s astonishing. It|s like an animals hair. 

a terrific constitution.’ -^vurta hk forehead in 

Uventhal jerked his chair a;^y^ ^^^awlel 'Sit down, you 
confusion and incipient anger. Then he Daw , 

lunatic!’ and Allbee went slipped to one 

ungainly, his hands under his thig , confronted 

side, exactly as on the night ^^^en temples and 

Leventhal in the park. The white of hi --^ous 
lus shaven face made the blue of his eyes con^i ' ^ 

No further word was spoken for a ,^;"„ver 

trying to settle his feelings and to 

thegroundhehadlostthrough thislastpiei^ Alihcc 

■Ifs hard to have the right mixture of everything, 
suddenly began. 

‘What are you driving at now ?’ sai even ' ^ ^ ^ 

‘Oh, this about your calling me ® mixture. Just 

an impulse. Nobody can be sure he nas ago, there 

to give you an example. Lately, a coup e o understand 

was a man in the subway, on the trac - ^ train came 

hoiv he got there. But he was on the trac feeding to 

along and pinned him against ^ • forbid anyone 

d^th. A policeman came down and ng 



twenty years in the service, first in this hole of a garrison and 
then in that one, lives with native girls because he can’t afford 
to marry. Maybe he gets a little rank in the end, becomes a 
second lieutenant. You can’t tell me it isn’t a matter of in- 
fluence.’ 

‘It probably is,’ said Leventhal idly. 

‘Yes. Not that I have anything against him because he hap- 
pens to be his father’s son. Why shouldn’t he take advantage 
of the old man’s position ? And what else can the old man do 
for him?’ He suddenly changed the subject with a quick laugh. 

‘ Notice my haircut ? ' 

‘I see.’ . , . 

‘I didn’t drink, either. That’s not what you expected, is it ?’ 

‘Go ahead, surprise me.’ 

‘No, you thought I’d get looped again.’ 

‘Maybe.’ 

‘ I told you I wasn’t that far gone.’ 

T’m glad to see it.’ 

‘Are you?’ There was a break of excitement in his hilarity. 
‘Sure,’ said Leventhal. He felt a responsive laugh forming in 
his chest and he held it down. ‘What do you want, a basket of 
roses?’ 

‘Why not?’ 

‘A medal ? ’ Leventhal began to smile. 

‘Yes, a medal.’ He coughed thickly. ‘I ought to have one.' 
‘You ought to get one.’ 

‘Well, I wasn’t even tempted, to be honest about it. I didn’t 
have to fight a yen ; not a bit of trouble.' 

Allbee bent forward and laid his hand on the arm of Leven- 
thal’s chair, and for a short space the two men looked at each 
other and Leventhal felt himself singularly drawn with a kind 
of affection. It oppressed him, it was repellent. He did not 
know what to make of it. Still he welcomed it, too. He was 
remotely disturbed to see himself so changeable. However, it 
did not seem just then to be a serious fault. 

‘I had clippers on the sides.’ Allbee brought the tips of his 
fingers to his head. I got into the habit. It’s cleaner that way, 
I’ve learned. Because of nits. You wouldn’t know anything 
about that, would you ? ’ 
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•M right; cried Aimee. ^ 

you, Ifs a Christian idea John the Baptist 

be able to understand it. Rep that’s what he’s 

coming out of the desert. " yof^f ^ason for 
saying, and be another man. Yo you 

that is that you can be, and when y .••renent”; it’s that 
tviU he. There'S anoriier thing face com- 

we know what to repent. Ho . H ^ j^ows. But 

pelied Leventhal's attention, i hn ' greater 

Touve got to take away the fear of "their 

fear. I understand that doctors ar S _ them, and 

patients electric shocks. They tear a e ourself so 

then they won't trifle. You see, y°» “Jy, ^en you 

that you can’t stand to keep on sinews rose 

reach that stage he knotted his han^ and 

up on his wrists. ‘It takes a long time blinked 

quit dodging. Meanwhile, an obstruction, 

blindly several times as if to ./take such a beating. 

‘We’re mulish; that’s why we ha riving of it then 

When we can't stand another lick wi ot j 

we change. And some people the strength 

the laa lick falls and die like animals. Others 

to change long before. But repent means now, this mmu 

forever, -vvithout wasting any more time. 

‘And this minute has arrived for you already . 

‘Yes ’ If » 

'ldon'tknowwhomyou'reshdnginpmeo^^^dT^__^^^^ 
Every word is sincere - sin-cere . remained 

head and gazing at him. He hesitated, h-s large bps rem 
parted, the upper, with its long groove, moving a little. 

‘Go on V Leventhal abruptly laughed. ^ ^ turned 

‘Well, I thought I would try. to explain it to y 
slightly in his chair, resting one sho^der _ religious 

slowly rubhed the side of his extended leg. _ ^ 

or anything like that, but I know that I don t ^ 
year what I Vi^as last year. I've been at one e j 

to the other. There’s no limit to what I can • ^ genuine.' 

should miss being so dazzling, I know the i 
‘We’ll see what you are next year. 
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to touch this man until the ambulance arrived. That was be- 
cause he had instructions about accidents. Now that’s too much 
of one thing - playing it safe. The impulse is to save the man, 
but the policy is to stick to rules. The ambulance came and 
the man was dragged out and died right away. I’m not a doctor 
and I can’t say whether he had a chance at any time. But 
suppose he could have been saved ? That’s what I mean by the 

mixture.' , , r ^ 

‘Was he yelling for help? What line was that? Leventhal 

said with a frown of pain. 

‘East-side line. Well, of course, when a man is spread-eagled 
like that. He was filling the tunnel with his noise. And the 
crowd ! The trains were held up and the station was jammed. 
They kept coming down. People should have pushed the cop 
out of the way and taken the fellow down. But everybody 
stood and listened to him. Those are the real trimmers.' 
‘Trimmers?’ 

‘They’re not for God and they’re not for the Old Scratch. 
They think they’re for themselves but they’re not that either.’ 

‘What does he tell me this for ?’ thought Leventhal. 'Does he 
want. to work on my feelings? Maybe he doesn’t know why 
himself.’ 

Allbee began to smile. ‘You should have seen how surprised 
you looked when I showed up dead sober. You’re going, to be 
even more surprised, you know.’ 

‘By what?’ 

‘You were joking with me this morning about a new start. 
You wouldn’t take me seriously.' 

‘ Do you believe it yourself ? ’ 

‘Don’t you worry,’ he said confidently. ‘I know what really 
goes on inside me. I’ll let you in on something. There isn’t a 
man living who doesn’t. All this business, “Know thyself” ! 
Everybody knows but nobody wants to admit. That’s the 
thing. Some swimmers can hold their breath a long time "■ 
those Greek sponge divers — and that’s interesting. But the way 
we keep our eyes shut is a stunt too, because they’re made to 
be open.’ 

■So. You’re off - again. You can do it -without whisky. I 
thought It was the whisky.’ 
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arov.-ne<J, put out. Then wl^ 

«. poring face .nth f irregular breath 
was hung towards his chest. H pesture of exorcism 

and raised his hands from his ,^11 help me 

against the spell of confusion ask him- 

out; passed ritrough his mind, and he d.d not stop 

self exactly what he meant by this. Aiihee ‘This business 

■About rite card I picked ,ome kind! I 

card; is that man a moving p cuoDOse you know 

tvant to explain avhy 1 picked rt up. 1 suppose y 

him.’ 

‘A little.’ . , 

•What does he do ? What’s his line ? 

T think he lool;^ for talent.’ ^ Allbee cancelled 

•Is he inauential ’ 1 mean, is he . • • . innocence 

this question as i£ it were a mark of his persiste 

or unworldliness. 

Ts he what?’ ^ , Viiq eves were 

‘Oh . . . on the inside.’ His lip bepn o conclusion 

distended and humorously direct. 1 ve com 
that if you want to get aiong nowadays you have to go 
With the powers. It’s no use trying to buck them. 

‘Who told you Shifeart was a power ? looked 

Allbee decked to answer. He lifted his shoulders and 

away disdainfully. 

‘Who V Leventhal repeated. nther con- 

■Let's say he can help me, then, and leave out 

siderations.’ 

‘Do you want to become an actor ? 

‘Wouldn’t I make a good one ?’ 

‘You?’ 

‘ Is that so funny ?’ , ‘I under- 

A faint smile crossed Leventhal’s shadowe ^ ‘And 

stand your mother thought she was a singer, 
you think you are an actor.’ , * you about 

'Oh, you’ve heard about my mother. Who 
her, Phoebe?’ 

‘Yes, She sang at your wedding, didn’t she ? ’ _ ^^^g . and, 

‘Sensationally,’ said Allbee in an indeternuna 



‘You’ll be the same, I know. You people . . He shook his 

head and his cheek brushed his collar. 

‘If you start that again, you’ll be on tlie steps in a minute. 

Leventhal began menacingly to rise. 

‘All right, all right, let’s drop it. Only when a man says 
something serious about himself he likes to be believed,’ said 
Allbee. ‘It makes sense to me that a man can be born again. - 
I’ll take a rain check on the kingdom' of heaven, but if I’m 
tired of being this way I can become a new man. That’s all 
I’m saying.’ Straightening himself in his chair he was silent 
and lightly held i his big hands together. By the curve of his 
mouth Leventhal saw that he was very pleased with himself. 
Indeed the position of his hands spoke of applause rather than 
rest. The hump of shadow behind him was occasionally ex- 
tended by the slight stirring of his head. The lamp in its green, 
watered-silk shade made a second, softer centre of brightness 
in the polish of the desk., A rush of low sounds came up from 
the street, and a gust of air swelled and separated the curtains; 
they drifted together again. 

At this moment Leventhal felt Allbee’s presence, all that 
concerned him, like a great tiring weight, and looked at him 
with dead fatigue, his fingers motionless on his thighs. Some- 
thing would have to happen, something that he could not 
foresee. Whatever it was, he would be too muddled and 
fatigued, to deal with it. He was played out. His old weakness, 
his‘ nerves, had never been so bad; he could not concentrate 
long enough to settle any of his difficulties, and had to wait 
for the occasion to bring this or that to his attention, and was 
slow and fitful in his thinking. He ought to have thought of 
what was going on in Staten Island, if only for Philip's sake, 
and he should have phoned Max at least once. Max had hung 
on to him in the chapel ; he had no one else to hang on to. And 
by now he niust have decided that he had no one at all. But 
the reason, Leventhal shrank from calling was that he was 
unable to clarify his thoughts or bring them into focus, and 
he lacked the energy to continue the effort. And anyway the 
sparks, the clear spark of Mickey’s life, the, spark , of Elena’s 
sanity, the sparks^ of thought and courage, even courage as 
confident as Mary’s - how such sparks, were chased and over- 
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1 rvn tnllcins sbout scttlin§» 
to get it. And as long as you keep on talu g 

1 won't lift a finger for you.' , And so do 

■Listen; said Allbee. '1 1”°'" ^n” say I'll play 

I. And I know what I’m talking a 
ball. The world’s changed hands. 1 

sees a train running over the disappeared, I want 

roam. Well, now that the train. I'm not 

to get off the pony and be a co __^T 3 any. I 
asking to be a stockholder m le didn’t use to be. 

impossible. Lots of things are mind. 

When I was younger I had “y assumption that 
I planned what it was going to be ^ expecta- 

I came out of the lords of the earth. I ^ 

tions. But God disposes. There’s no use lad 1 

Leventhal, his eyes raised to the ceiling, seemea 
follow ? I don’t.’ 

There was a knock at the door. 


2o 

It was Max. He stood before black 

paper under his arm, his shirt ^ puPed over the 

hair of his chest coming out, and h day 

collar of his coat, the same way Phi , ^d one he had 
of the outing. The suit was the on seemed to 

worn at the funeral. When the door op » ^ cracked 

hesitate on the landing, and Leventhal cried out 
voice, ‘Max 1 Come in, for heaven’s sake. 

‘You folks in?’ Max asked huskily» St vehaving as if 

It struck Leventhal that his brother wa never been 

Were about to enter a stranger’s bouse. 

here before. ^ .-iiiiTice to tell yo^ 

‘Well, I am, that’s sure. I didn’t get a ^ , ^^^d be 

. the other day. Mary’s out of town. But com 
led him over the threshold and turne o ^ow what to 

with anxiety at his new difficulty. He ^ learned who 

expect from Allbee, what he would say 



Max was. He was already leaning forward inquisitively. 
Leventhal stood arrested for an instant, incapable of speaking 
or moving forward. Glancing into the room and seeing Allbee, 
Max said, apologetically, ‘Say, you're busy. I’ll come back 
later.’ 

‘I’m not,’ Leventhal whispered. 'Come on.’ 

‘I should have called up first.’ 

But Leventhal held him by the arm and forced him in. 

‘This is my brother Max. This is Kirby Allbee.' 

‘Your brother ? I didn’t know you had one.’ 

‘Only one.’ 

Reticent and sombre. Max looked down, perhaps partly to 
acknowledge his share in their estrangement. 

‘I don’t know what made me think you were an only child, 
like me.’ Allbee was conversational and bright, and Leventhal 
wondered what he was preparing and hid his dread in im- 
passivity. He brought up a chair and Max sat down. The points 
of his dusty shoes were turned inward. The side of his lowered 
face and his large neck formed one surface, from the curve of 
his nose to the padded thickness of his shoulder. 

,‘ I often used to wish there were two of us,’ said Allbee. 

‘How are things at home. Max ?’ asked Leventhal. 

‘Oh,’ Max said. ‘You know . ..’ Leventhal expected him to 
finish the sentence, but it tailed off. 

Allbee seemed to be commenting to himself smilingly on 
something in the appearance of the two brothers. Leventhal 
covertly indicated the door with his head. Allbee’s brows 
curved up questioningly. His whole air said, ‘Why should IV 
Leventhal bent close to him and muttered, ‘I want to talk tOjmy 
brother.’ 


‘What’s the matter ? ’ Allbee spoke out loudly. 

Sternly Leventhal made the same sign with his head. 

But Max had heard. Did you ask me what was the matter V 
he said. 

Afibee looked at Leventhal and shrugged, to confess his slip- 
He did not reply. 

‘I guess it must show on me,’ said Max 

'Zt ’■"““‘y-’ Leventhal said. 

My youngest son. 
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An expression went over Allbee's face '''f 

not interpret, a cold wrinkling. 'Oh, sorry to hear it. When? 

■Yo^l^t Lntion itto me,’ Allbee said to ^fvenlial. 

‘No,’ Leventhal ans\vered flatly, gazing at his ro . 

Mbee came fonvard swiftly in his chair. ’Say, was that the 

hoy ... the other day ? pviii * t pven- 

■m not the one that was with me. He means PM- ^ 
thal explained to Max. ’I took him to the movies a while back, 

and we ran into Mr Allbee.’ , 

‘ Oh, Phil. Knock wood. That’s my other son yo 

‘Oh, 1 see, two children • • •’ _ . . , 

‘Are you going ? ’ Leventhal said to him, o* 

■WillyoufixitupformewithShifcart?’ 

leventhal fastened his hand on his arm. Will you go . 

‘You said you’d help me.’ with 

‘We’ll take it up later.’ Leventhal was growing g 

impatience. ‘Don’t think you can hold me up. 

‘I don’t want to interfere with busings, sai 

‘What business I There’s no business. 

Allbee rose and Leventhal went into the . 7 ^^ looked into 

‘I’ll be back for your ans^ver,’ Allbee smd. H? look^ mto 
Leventhal’s face as though he saw somethmg n 
really surprised. Here this happens to you - yo 
in the same house and you don’t even say a wor a /^Ubee 

■What do I want to talk to you about it for ? Before AUne 

could speak again, he had shut the door. 

‘Who is he?’ said Max, when Leventhal cam 
friend?’ 

‘No, just a guy who keeps coming around. 

'He’s peculiar looking . . .’ Max check 

said, ‘I hope I didn’t butt in on anything. thought 

, 'Oh, hell no. I was going to call you up. Max. But I thoug 

I’dhetter wait a while.’ t-nnk an interest 

‘I ^vas kind of expecting you to, since you took an 

and came to the fungal, and all.’ _ r^^^allv feeling his 
Max addressed him diffidently, a little ' ^ 

« a ,„eer politeness, almo^ the ^ °XeuU 

Subdued, worn, and plainly, to Leventha Y 
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he was making an effort, nevcnlielcss, to find an appropriate 
tone, one not too familiar. The blood crov/dcd to Lcventlial's 
heart guiltily. He wanted to say something to Max about it. 
He did not know how and he was afraid of creating a still 
greater difficulty. How should they talk wfficn tliey had never, 
since childhood, spent an hour togctlicr ? And he surmised also 
tliat the flat, the contrast between his upholstered chairs and 
good rugs and the borax furniture in Staten Island, shabby 
before half the instalments were paid, made Max deferen- 
tial. 

‘So how are things going?' he said. He thought Max would 
speak about Elena. He was in fact certain that the main object 
of his visit was to discuss her with him. 

T guess as good as I can expect.’ 

‘Phil all right?’ 

‘Well, when one kid passes on it’s pretty hard on the other 
one.’ 

‘He’ll come around.’ 

Max said nothing to this, and Leventhal began to think he 
was debating whether to mention Elena at all, undecided at 
the last moment, and struggling with himself. 

‘Yes, kids come around,’ Leventhal repeated. 

‘I wanted to ask you,’ said Max. T want to straighten it up 
with you about the specialist. He says you gave him ten dollars 
the first visit.’ His hand dropped inside his coat. 

‘Oh, no.’ 

But Max opened his wallet, half rising, laid a ten dollar 
bill beside the lamp on the desk.. 

‘That’s not necessary.’ 

‘ I want to pay you back. Thanks.’ 

Now he takes over, was Leventhal’s unspoken comment. 
His original vexation with Max revived and he said, a shade 
coldly, ‘You’re welcome.’ 




‘Not ]ust for the money,' said Max. ‘The n 
Leventhal’s temper got the better of him. 

•For doing a small part of what you should have been he 
to do. . , , 

. riflfaed, raising his rough-skinned, large-iawed fa 
with Its high-iidged, freckled nose. ■Yes,' he sdd. ‘I shot 
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v «;peming to find nothing 

have been here.’ He was submissive, seeming 

in himself with which to resist. _„,,^on. 

Leventhal could not hold hack bis next question. 

'What does Elena say?’ 

‘About what?’ 

‘About me?’ 

Max appeared surprised. -o „roc that she wondered 

•What ^uld she say i All she was 

why you didn’t come to the house f “ 

doesn’t say much. She’s m bed ° , jjgjjt shone into his 
Leventhal had edged forward. The lamphght shon 

hair and over his shoulders. , 

‘Does she give you a lot of trouble, ^ 

‘Trouble? You’ve got to consider. Its a roug 
cries. That’s pretty natural.’ ^ ^ 

‘You might as well be open vnth me. 

Max’s surprise grew. 

‘What’s there not to be open about ? . 

•If you don’t know. I don’t close. But 

to talk it out, if you want to. 1 ^ friends, 

do you have anyone else to talk to ? Maybe you have m 

I didn’t notice many at the funeral. ..vactlv’ 

Max said uncertainly, ‘ I don’t catch your dnft, exactly. 

MaS under the full mask of 
V,- -n u .n beard There was a show of fear and hevrider 
h« ^^d‘,eluctantly, he began a motion of demal 

SS uacfenailed h^ds: he did not finish: he gave it up. 

‘She’s calming down.’ 

Wn^o? things/ Max said with obvious difficulty, still 
shmninga^ert^^- ^ He coffid pic- 

^ the brass bed where Mickey had lam, m 
Vpng and raging; and Max sitting 

saw him sitting now. abjectly hstenmg. For wW c 
had to listen, too. The thought struc 
could the boy be protected? He wodd to 
■But how helieved what he had said to 

and learn, 



children coming through. They were mauled in birth and they 
straightened as they grew because their bones were soft. Mauled 
again later, they could recover again. Slie was his mother, so 
let him see her. Was that a cruel view of it ? He v/as full of 
love for the boy. But it did not do to be soft. Be soft when 
things were harsh? Not that softness was to be condemned, 
but there were times when it was only another name for 
weakness. Softness ? Out of the whole creation only man was 
like that, and he was half harsh. 

‘Have you had a doctor for her ?' he asked. 

! What makes you think she needs one ? ’ 

‘Remember Mamma I ’ 

Max started. ‘What are you talking about?’ he said with a 
sudden flash of indignation. 

‘ I don’t blame you for not wanting it brought up.’ 

‘Why do you bring Ma into this ? Does she remind you of 
Ma?’ ■ 


Leventhal hesitated. ‘Once in a while, she does . , . But you 
admit you have trouble with her.’ 

‘What do you expect? She carries on. Sure she carries on. 
It’s a kid, after aU. That hits. But she’ll be all right. She’s get- 
ting better already.’ 

‘Max, I don’t think you understand. People go overboard 
easily. I guess they’re not as strong that way as they used to 
be and when things get rough they give in. There’s more and 
more of that all the time. Everybody feels it. I do myself, often. 
Elena was very queer about the kid and the hospital. - That’s 
what she yells about, isn’t it? The hospital?’ He grew increas- 
ingly unsure of himself. ‘ And I thought . . . ' 

I remember Ma pretty often, too, and Hartford, and all. 
You’re not the only one.’ 


‘No ?’ Leventhal said. He looked at him searchingly. 
‘And you’re wrong about Elena.’ 


‘You don't think I want to be right, do you ? ’ 

•The main trouble I’m having with her is that I want to 
move the down south. I was looking for a place in 

Galveston. That was what tobk so long. I found one and I 
have a deposit on it. I was going to bring them all down 
there. 
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‘That’s good. The best thing you could . 
of New York. It’s no place to brmg him up. 

‘But I can’t talk Hena into it.’ 

the funeral. But she says 

‘Maybe I started in too soon after th 

she doesn’t want to go.’ _ her mother ? ’ 

‘Tell me/is the old woman around much - her mo 

‘Oh, she’s in and out ^1 the time. 

- ‘For God’s sake, throw her out 1 ’ 

His vehemence astonished Max. , 

‘She doesn’t have anything to do with it. 

‘Don’t let her get a hold. Protect yonrself against 

Max for the first time began to smile. 

‘She won’t hurt me.’ ^ you know 

‘I’ll bet she’s telling Elena not to g • 

what she tells her? YOU don’t understand what t y 

^^2-’ , again and his mouth 

Max’s look changed; he became gr 
sank at the corners. ‘I understand ^ ’ 

you think I should have married a J®Y?„puthal answered vigor- 
‘You never heard, me say so, 
ously. ‘Never.’ 

•Yon never will. I’m talking- about you, ySs 

You told me yourself tot the f ;sed to 

to old devil and don’t notice what f « ^ ^ the 

, I’ve watched her. IPs as clear as day to me *at s^ 
babys death was God’s punishment because B 

’'Mmt started and then his lips stiffen^ to.: 

tot'’ he said. ‘1 never heard anything so woman.’ 

life. First you’ve got id^s ateut Elena ^lon’t know how 
‘You’ve been away, said Leventhal. You a 

she’s been acting. She s poison.’ cnirious character.’ 

‘Well, tixmcd into a suspicious 

Max's face began to soften and he sighed. 
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‘She’s full of hate/ Leventhal insisted. 

‘ Go on, she’s a harmless old woman.' 

If he were wrong aljout Elena, thought Leventhal, if he had 
overshot the mark and misinterpreted that last look of hers 
in the chapel, the mistake was a terrible and damaging one; 
the confusion in himself out of which it had risen was even 
more terrible. Eventually he had to have a reckoning wth 
himself, when he was calmer and stronger. It was impossible 
now. But he was right about the old woman, he was sure. ‘You 
must get rid of your mother-in-law. Maxi’ he said vrith savage 
earnestness. 

‘Ah, what are you talking about?’ he said rather wearily. 
‘She’s just an old widow, old and cranky. Elena is her only 
daughter. I can’t tell her to stay away. This week she helped, 
she kept house and cooked for us. I know she doesn't like me. 
So what 1 A worn-out old woman. I feel sad, sometimes, when 
I look at her. No, we’ll go to Galveston. Phil will start school 
there in the fall. He wants to go, and so does Elena. I can talk 
her into it. She wants to leave New York, only she’s still mixed 
up. But she’ll come. I’ve' got to get back to my job, and we 
don’t want to be separated again. J don’t see why you’re so 
disturbed about the old woman. If she’s the worst I’m ever up 
against . . .’ The large fold of his jacket reached kiltwise almost 
to his knees on which his hands were set. His unshapely 
fingers thickened where they should taper and the creases at 
the joints resembled the threads of flattened screws. ‘You 
don’t know Elena when there’s a tight spot,’ he resumed. 
‘She’s excitable all in pieces before something happens, but , 
usually when it happens she’s stronger than I am. During the 
depression when I was laid up, she went out and peddled stuff 
from door to door.’ 

‘ I never heard that you were laid up.’ 

‘Well, I was. And then when we; were on relief, she has a 
brother who’s a hood and he wanted to take me into a kind of 
racket he ,had out in Astoria. I could’ve seen a little money, 
but she said no and went all the way out against it so it was 

.•NO" ^nd we sKyed on relief, pother woman Would have 
said. Go ahead. 

‘I'see.’ 



vv nn and we thouglit we 
‘Afterwards things started to pic P ^ ^ 

could add on to the family. Mickey j^istakes, too. But 

like Phil. And then we must ^^loiow, in the 

what can you do ? Its not hke w * or whoever. I 

Bible, where he v^at r^m he was in, 

-think I told you that I asked a ^ jyjjjg 

when 1 got to the hospital. I ^ had a look at 

covered up already. I pulled the sheet off and 

kim.’ . ‘Tvlot to have somebody 

‘Those fools I’ Leventhal exclaimed. 

posted there.’ _ ,„,ward wave of the hand. 

Max excused them with a o ^lace/ He added, con- 
‘AU the nurses didn’t know, ^ J of a new start. I 

secutively, ‘I’m. going South with i don’t expect 

paid a deposit and so on. But to teff the trutn, 

much. 1 feel half burned out ,r burned ?’ he said. ‘I’m 

Leventhal felt his heart shaken. ^ H 

older than you and I don’t say that. ungainly in the 

Max did not reply. His large trunk was 

double-breasted jacket. Leventhal 

‘There have been times when 1 m brother 

went on. ‘Tlafs a feeling “in“ 

turned his crude, dark face up to last Max stirred and 

They sat together in shence an ^ heavy mist 

got up. Leventhal went with dropped tivo nickels 

lay over the street. At the cboulder ‘You don’t have 

into the slot and Max said over his shoulder, 

to wait with me.’ ctood at the edge of the 

But Leventhal pushed throug . . reached them. 

platform till the grind °£ “"IrSsaid. 

‘ If you need me for anything . . . 

‘Thanks.’ 

‘I mean it.’ hand. Leventhal clumsily 

•Thank you.’ He extended h ^ felt the concus- 

spread his arms wide to. 

Sion of the train, and the f „{ dust; the tvindom 

team shot towards ftem m = ° ^e.’ Leventhal said 



doors When the train started, he saw Max gripping a strap 
and bending over the heads of the passengers; peering out. 

Pulling out a handkerchief, Lcvcnthal wiped his sweat. He 
began to labour up tlie long, steel-striped concrete flights, open- 
ing his mouth to assist his breathing. Halfway up he stopped, 
squeezing against the wall to let others past, looking as if the 
lack of air maddened Iiim. He felt faint with the expansion of 

his heart. 

Then he continued. The mist had gathered to a hght ram. 
At the top of the stairs he saw an umbrella flung open, like a 
bat in the chill current of air. The bars of the revolving door 
raced and clinked. Buttoning his coat, he raised the collar, 
and his eyes moved from the glare of the cars flowing up in 
the street to the towering lights that stood far ahead, not quite 
steady in the immense blackness. 


21 

In the Saturday mail there was an invitation from Mrs Harka\T 
to a party that same evening in honour of her granddaughter's 
seventh birthday. The postman whom Leventhal encoxmtered 
in the fog on the outer stairs handed it to him. There was 
nothing from Mary and he was secretly glad of it, for the 
truth was that he felt he was stealing ^way by leaving Allbee 
in possession of the house. Ostensibly he was going out for 
coffee. He had risen to find the flat cold, and the windows 
dripping and grey as tin. Allbee was still asleep in the dining- 
room, his naked arms locked around the narrow mattress, 
sprawling, uncouth. His clothes lay on the floor and the air 
was stifling. Leventhal had gone into the kitchen and put on 
the coffee but, when he pictured himself sitting down in the 
cheerless front room to drink it, he made a face, shut off the 
gas, and went down to eat at the Greek’s. But he had no inten- 
tion of coming back after breakfast. 

Around Mrs Harkavy’s invitation he' half unconsciously 
and in a complicatedly mdirect fashion made out a schedule. 
He was at first uncertain about attending the party. Should 
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. j ■> Rnt having decided thnt 
he go so soon after Mickey’s ^eatk? But 

it would be a good tog for him to ^ ^ himself near the 
uptown to buy the girl a present. -i-ncing over some of 

library at noon, he spent a few ours ^ ^ nearly 

the ttade papers to see what others w«^domg.^o ^ 
evening and he was coming out of ^-^.vthrng he had con- 
Square hetee he realized that hehmd “d inabiUty 

trived to fill this weary '^™„rposefully down Broad- 

to deal with Allbee. He had set o , steady action 

way; and now something seemed to stea 

o£ his legs andhe faltered and began to go 

‘All right, m send him to Shifcart, Le 
do 1 careS ril do it. and if ^ dia- 

Only what will Shifcart ^ him peevishly in the 

favour with Shifcart, who had 1 *p- -would be better 

cafeteria when he failed to laugh at ^ from me. But 

to come in cold than with a reco^" go and 

as long as he believes so much in connexions 

find out for himself .’ «.r m nut on a clean shirt. 

He stopped at home before dmn P sickened 

Allbee was out. The diit and floor and the 

Uventhal. There was better in a flop- 

remains of a meal on the table. e Leventhal. He 

house. He’s just trying to show dust? pan, he ex- 

swept out the kitchen. Bending o threw 

perienced a curious «Sh^“=j;‘*4=S.ds. and left, 
the broom into the comer, wasnea av, 

r fw-xr and she disconcerted 

Mrs Harkavy met him in *= “'^aboutyournephew.' 

him by saying. T was awfully up thinking about 

For he had just then, m the . b 

Mickey. -Doctor Denisart told me about it. 

"leventhal muttered that he thought toctag 

dSS he was more conscious *an ^ He 

process he went through on ° been able 

wns fond of them, they were kind, but , Harkavy s 

to work out a satisfactory balance Yet there vras 

cx^ession was like her son’s, lively and erraoc- 
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a durable, underlying melancholy in her animation, and oc* 
casionally it came uppermost and took him by surprise. 

'Someday science will conquer death, she said. Last Sunday 
\yas a symposium in the Times about it. 

Leventhal pulled himself together sufficiently to reply, ‘I 


‘Oh, it looks definite. Then the size of the population wll 
have to be controlled. But science will figure that out, too. 
There are brains enough for everything. This man discovered 
something to make the tissues live forever. I don’t think we 
can expect much in our lifetime. It’s for future generations. 
Meanwhile, we have to make the best of it. I think Mr Ban- 
ting’s father died of diabetes about a year before insulin was 
discovered. And this Mr Bogomolets couldn't use his own 
serum on account of a bad heart, and he died. Asa, how old 
was the child?’ 

‘Three and a half, four . . 

The freakishness seemed to leave her. Only her eyes moved, 
meeting his own with a familiar, instantaneous significance. 

‘That’s the brother who lives in Queens ? ’ 

‘Staten Island.’ 

‘Asa, sometimes I feel wicked still to be here at my age 
while the children die.’ 

He was at a loss for an answer. 

‘But I’m not taking it away from anybody,’ she said, falling 
back into her eccentricity; it quivered at the comers of her 
green-ringed eyes. 

‘Mamma,’ Julia called. 


‘The men are in the dining-room, Asa. There’s wine and 
liquor on the sideboard.’ Her face was flushed and she turned 
away, wide-hipped in her blue dress with its ornamented 
shoulders. 


The gu^ts, none of whom he knew, were playing pinochle. 
He was disappointed. He had hoped to sfee Schlossberg or Shif- 
cart. 

‘Take a hand,’ said Harkavy. 

‘No, I don’t think I will. Is anybody else coming, Dan ?’ 

‘We’re exp^ting a few more people,’ said’ Harkavy. He 
was engrossed m his cards. - . 
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Uventhal poured himself a glis of 
mond-shaped biscuit sprinkled ^^Jown the 

utemhered the present he had hrougW 
wine, tugged the package out 

the kitchen. There was a clou the oil averting her 

raising a colander of fried potatoes °^^'^^^other, 

face Lm the. sputter and crying nervously. Mother, M 

keep Libbie back.’ potatoes. They’d 

‘Stay away, honey. Juha, dont rush 

de raw.’ - , . i 

Leventhal came forward with his^pac a 

‘I brought something for the girl. Uorkaw ‘With all 

■Oh. how thoughtful of you,- sard Mrs Harkavy. W 

your own troubles.’ 

Leventhal waf impassive. 

‘Here,’ he said. ‘Happy birthday. . . ^ -n^iv^r and Libbie, 

There was a gold seal pasted on the hssue paper and 

after one quick glance at him, began pic g i looked 

•Not even "thank you. Uncle Leventhal . Juha 

furious. , , 

‘Julia, it’s only shyness, nervousness. 

‘Say thanks, you little animal. rptumed to the 

The girl ran into the hall and ^nd a 

^ning-room. He had a second glass o 
third. 

‘Come,sitin,’ Goldstonesaidtohim. _ sideboard. 

He shook his head and douched and 

leaning on his elbow and “PP'”®' ,„ilky warmth. He 

he was begiiming to feel a heavy, so ' , r seeing every- 
was conscious of being extremely extraordinary 

thing, catching, every movement as 

illumination. As the cards slapped an ^ hands, shuffl- 

leather pad, he diverted himself by observing knuckles 

ing, dealing, manipulating the money, e van looldng. 

and fingers. Harkavy’s were white, pointe , y(>jns 

The hands of the man next to him were ^ and 

and overgrown with hair, his thumb was q^sh 

blackened, perhaps by lead he might be a p , 

of his palm was red and brutally cross-hatched, u 


reflected Leventhal. Yet these hands were limber with coins, 
and he counted and tossed them with the ease of deep familiar- 


ity* 

Leaving the sideboard he strolled into the dark living-room 
and lit a cigar. He felt the blood at his heart and the brain to be 
a very rich and powerful mixture, for the most part pleasurable. 
A little painful also. The slight distress, hov/ever, was part of 
the pleasure. He took a sip of wine, licked the base of the glass 
and wiped it on his wrist to prevent a ring, and set it on a 
little table. Mrs Harkavy’s voice came down the hall. ‘Future 
generations;’ he grinned. ‘My Lordl’ He sat down, lame and 
heavy limbed. 

After some time he saw Harkavy come into the room ap- 
parently looking for him. He spoke up from his comer. 

‘Hey, herel’ 

‘Oh, hiding out, having a quiet cigar. The house is filling 
up. Mamma and Julia are starting to serve.’ Leventhal heard 
the scrape of chairs on the parquet floor of the dining-room. 
‘ Say, do you expect Shif cart tonight ? ’ 

T don’t think he wds asked. What do you want him for ?’ 

‘Do you think I made a bad impression on him that day?’ 
‘I know you did on me. I’ve never seen such an exhibition 
of ghetto psychology. The attitude you took towards Disraeli 
amazed me.’ 

No, I don t mean that. Did he say anything to you ? ’ 

Nothing. Is this an attack of your old weakness — worrying 
whether people, like you ? ’ ' 

‘I wanted to sound him out about something ... To see 
what he’d say. If he’d help me out with someone.’ 

‘Who’s the favour for ?’ 


‘It doesn’t matter who, does it ?’ Leventhal said. 

‘No, it doesn’t. You don’t have to tell me.‘ There was already 
a nng of exasperation in his voice. 

‘It doesn’t make any difference who.’ 


‘1 asked to be helpful. But I won’t play button-button wit 
you. Especially since you have an edge on. I saw you drih 
ing- s 


‘Ah, you could have had a lot of 
ful,’ said Leventhal. 


opportunities to be help- 
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‘Whv it must l>e that what’s-his-name thats been 

cover>^ 'That’s who, isn’t it? 

Leventhal dumbly nodded. 

‘Then what’s the myster>' ? ’ 

What a^he want. I 

since he once got me an 

do the tame for him tvith Shitcart, seeing he s m the movi 

line. It’s mostly for the record that I’m doing It. . 

‘You know Shifcart has nothing to do with 

deals with actors, talent.’ crtm^where 

‘Alibee thought he might have a connew 

I didn’t think so, but he asked me, and ^ ^ j ^ 

to tell you the truth, Dan, I didn’t know what 

my doubts. But he did get me the ^ should 

So I thought, "Well, let him go and see ^ 

I answer for Shifcart? I’ll show my good mtentions and re- 
turn the favour,” and so on. That’s the stoD^- ^ 

'I don’t believe it. It seems to me that hes got y 

"oTeTMr'HarWs plants stood behind 

felt a leaf graze his hair as he shut his eyes and leaned hac 

did he ever sell you such a bill of goods?’ said Har- 

kavy. ‘Where did he hear of Shifcart ? ’ cnnifrart’s ’ 

■k happened to he at the house and saw a card °£ 

■So he.keeps coining around. You must be fflcoiirapng him. 

, Ithoughtwecametotheconclusionhew^offtonut. 

■You did I’ Blindly roused, Leventhal flV?® compared 
‘You were the one. That was what you said. Y P 

“”weir"te>Pe™ous tonight. Both of us came to the 

“noTiventhal refused to hear him. ’I absolutely deny 

’*"‘^Vhere did I get it from, if you didn’t say -it? I cant 
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understand^ you. I haven’t seen the man. Anyhow, what’s Ae 
odds? Why should that be an issue? I can see you’re losing 
your bearings. Of course, you’ve got quite a little wine in your 
system; maybe that partly accounts for your funny behaviour. 
Yes, it is very fuimy. I always thought you didn’t know how 
to take care of yourself. I can see this man has you eating out 
of his hand. He comes around, you get excited when you talk 
about him, you’re going to send him to Shifcart . , 

‘I’d send him an3rwhere to get rid of him,' said Leventhal. 
‘There, you wouldn’t say anything like that imless you were ’ 
in pretty deep. I can tell that you’re keeping back informa- 
tion; don’t have to be much of a mind-reader to see that. I can’t 
help you any more than to remind you that you’re playing for 
keeps. You’re not a boy, any more.’ 

‘Dan, you know Shifcart. This has to be done. Tell me . 

He caught Harkavy’s hand. 

‘Take it up with' him yourself.* 

‘Yes, I will, but I want to ask you .. .’ 


‘We’d better -go in. They must be waiting for us. We’ll dis- 
cuss this tomorrow when your head is clearer and if you want 
to be open with me.’ 

The guests, all men, had taken off their jackets and were 
sitting in the high-backed chairs. In the kitchen door, talking 
with Mrs Harkavy, was Mr Schlossberg who had just arrived 
and was still wearing his brown topcoat. Leventhal said good 
evening to him and Schlossberg answered, ‘How are you?’ He 
did not seem, ^however, to remember him. ‘Fourteenth Street a 
couple of weeks ago,’ said Leventhal. 

‘His memory is bad, Harkavy whispered. He drew Leventhal 
into the row of chairs along the buffet. 


Across tl^ table, Leventhal recognized the possessor of th< 
red hanck he had watched during the card game. His nam( 
was Kaplan and his face, like his hands, was red and creased 
He had a sharp blue squint, as though - Leventhal thought - 
he had made an effort to pierce heaven and distorted his eyes 

S* to aiL ^ 


•Drink up,' someone said. -Next year in Jerusalem ' 
leventhal heard Julia say. ‘We had a chiidren's party 
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n Tiiic tiruG wc decided we would 
year. It was too nerve-raclung. This 

have older people.’ 

‘Shall v/e begin eating?’ asked Goldstone. Harkavy 

•We ought to have the cake 

sad. She explained to the Costing came off with 

ful vdth it at the bakery. Some of the frosting cam 

the wax paper. We did our best to repair it. ybbie 

Julia plrffic cake tvi^ its her 

Stood staring into the flames. Her > 

grandmother’s and her uncle’s. 

‘Blow, kiddie,’ said Harka\y.‘ Once, t a ^ ^ ^ 

But libbie reached out and tried to cap 
melting wax. 

‘Libbie, dear... ’her father urged. ‘Would you 

■People are waiting.' Juiia cried impatiently. Woul y 

rather be hanging upside do^vn ^ ^ candles. Leven- 

The child lowered her on her white 

forehead. She blew, and the whiosh 

drifted over the table. The guescclappe OT nodded 

■Sweet little kid.' ^er 

and still gazed heavy'^yed at the can J 

mother kissed the girl. , Tr.- „ pcnpriallv his shirt. 

The supper began. Leventhal's c« “S^T^hUng to 
bound and chafed him. and h' oP™ ^ had resumed an 

Harkavy. 'It's cutting my neck. Benjamin who 

argument begun earlier in the evera g noticed him in 

sat between Goldstone and Juba. j jje had the 

die hall before; duinpmg on a ““nt curls, and 

complexion of a Hindu, a head of yellow in his 

scornful brown-freckled lips ; there wa ^ ^ Harkavy 

wide-set black, eyes. Beniamin sold Cardozo 

had assailed the insurance companies. It s ^ 
investigation. Does any more have to sai ’• ‘I don’t 

that’s taken from the customers is used J be 

see, Harkavy,’ said Mr Beniaxmn, them all. 

run down more than another. You ought to ^ ag ^ 

Anri aeainst government. You’re an amateur, > 

amateur. I’ve heard your argument from experts. You a 
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pay for regulation and for order. It’s one land of harness or 
another. Men need a harness. This is light harness compared to 
some.’ 'Oh, my dear man, you’re as reactionary as they come/ 
said Harkavy. 'Are you against all banks and business?’ asked 
Benjamin. ‘Damn it, certainly I am.’ Harkav>'’s voice rose. 
'Let’s hear what kind of system you’re thinldng about?’ Mr 
Benjamin’s acerbity almost wiped out his smile. 

'Stop the wrangling,. Dan, for God's sake,' said Goldstone. 

'I’ll make it easier for you/ said Benjamin. 'Won't you want 
to provide for the people you love ? Let’s not argue about the 
best system. This one is standing yet’ 

'It may not be for long. You never know when everything 
will be swept away overnight.’ 'But meantime . . .' Mrs Har- 
kavy interrupted. 'Daniel, you’re just being sensational. I 
don’t like to hear such talk from you.’ 'Mamma, what I say 
is perfectly true. There have been big organizations before and 
people who thought they would last forever.’ ‘You mean In- 
sull?’ said the man on his left. ‘I mean Rome, Persia, the great 
Chinese empires ! ’ 


Mr Benjamin shrugged his shoulders. ‘We have to live to- 
day/ he said. ‘If you had a son, Harkavy, you’d want him to 
toe a college education. Who’s going to wait for the Messiah ? 
They tell a story about a little town in the old country. It was 
out of the way, in a valley, so the Jews were afraid the Messiah 
come and miss them, arid they built a high tower and 
, ^ one of the town beggars to sit in it all day long. A friend 

iS’sfe^v Jn 

a moral fo/vm' ,• 

• T ’ ^ 1 Benjamin in a suddenly strengthened 

voice. Leventhal felt btrengmencu 

Mr Kaplan, laying r" ® 

kavy, flushing raic^^a Benjamin s shoulder. Mrs Har- 

mouth with her handkertSef''*^^*"^ covered her 

em^'^Se' S ‘to go fright- 

knitted his brows. ‘I know Tirtw . ‘ ^at now?' Harkavy 
he said. 'You go in to see a 

desk or his counter, still in behind his 

, “^P^"^f^“-^I^-Pe,youmaysay.He 



has his aches and his troubies, but in vmiron^er- 

satisfactoiy. Suddeniy you're there to say, a ,, 

edyour flily's future?'^ WeU and good, «very “a“ f 
youte playing it unfair an^ hitting where y°“ 

He thinks about these things alone at "Sbt- Most o ■ 
now you're undermining him in the daytme. When you ve 
frightenedluiii good he says, “What 11 1 do y 

with the contract and the fountain pen. Now, > 

stone restrainingly. Benj^in glanced « defender, 

and black eyes as though to say that h ^ 

‘So what; he said. ‘I do them a favour. Shouldn t y P 

‘Oh, Death!’ someone quoted at l^e 
‘Thou comest when I had thee lea^ mm ^ ^ , 

thing,’ Benjamin said liEtmg himself ^ riraw ‘What 

and pointing. "That's it.' 'My heavens,' sard Mrs ^^at 

a morbid thing for a birthday party. 'Wit a ‘The 

table. Can't we find something fcS' 

funeral baked meats did furnish ^ c^oldstone 

"Where the blazes is this poetry commg ® . y , 

■It. Bnmberg. His father died »d he w^ aHe 
G^dstone smiled. ‘Be serious, down th , glance. 

, mine,’ he explained to Leventhal, happening o c 

‘My mother sewed her own right! it was the 

distorted shining blue eyes to them. Th » ^ ^ 

custom,’ said Benjamin. ‘All the old peop e use .‘There’s 

good custom, too, don’t you think so, Mr laiew 

a lot to say for it,’ Schlossberg Now they 

where they stood 'and who they were, in^ os • 
don’t know who they are but they don’t want to ^s in 
selves up. The last funeral I went to, they 

the grave to cover up the dirt, o yo^^e on -Sure, Ben- 

said Harkavy. ‘No, not exactly, said the old man^ 

jamin’s business is to a queion of 

feelings,’ he said. ‘You don’t have to remind them ot 
S^hing They don’t forget. But they’re too busy and too sm 
tn^^e It’s ea^ to understand. Here I’m sitting here, and my 
mind can go around the world. Is there any limit to what I can 
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think ? But in another minute I can he dead, 
a limit to me. But I have to be rnysolE in Ml. Which is 
tho dies, isn’t it! That’s what I was from tlie beginni^. I m 
not three people, four people. I was born once “'i > wll i 
once YOU want to be two people? More than ^a “ 

S because you don’t know how to be one. Everybody is busy. 
Evel man ^urns himself into a whole corporation to hanfle 
L business. So one stockholder is ridding in the levator J 
another one is on the roof looking through a telescope, one 
eating candy, and one is in the movies looking at a pret^ fac • 
Who is left! And how can a corporation die! One 
dies. The corporation lives and goes on eating and naing i 
the elevator and looking at the pretty face. But it stands to 
reason, paper grass in the grave makes all the grass paper . . • 
‘There’s always something new with Schlossberg,’ said Kaplan. 
He strangely altered his squint by raising his brows. ‘Whats 

on his lung is on his tongue.’ , . , r 

‘Really,’ Julia broke in. ‘Mamma is right. What kind oi tai 

is this for a birthday?’ 

‘Never out of place,’ said Benjamin. 

‘Out of place?’ said Brimberg at the foot of the table, h 
depends on your taste. I heard about a French lady of easy 
•virtue who dressed in a bridal veil for her clients.’ 

‘Sammy r came Mrs Harkavy’s scolding scream. And there ^ 
■was more laughter and a hubbub out of which grew a new 
conversation to which Leventhal, however, did not listen. Har- 
kavy was not watching and he poured himself another glass of 
■wine. 
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Before he was fully awake, Leventhal, on Harkayy’s couch 
where he had spent the night, realized that his head was ach- 
ing. and, when he opened his eyes, even the grey light of the 
overcast day was too strong for him and he turned his face to 
cushions and hitched the quilt over his shoulder. He was 
in his undershirt and his feet were bare but he had not taken 
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off his trousers. His belt was tight and he loosened it, and 
brought his hand out, pressing and kneading the skin of his 
forehead- Over , the arm of the couch he gazed at the period 
furniture, the ferns, the looped and gathered silk of the un- 
modish lamps, and. the dragons, flowers, and eyes of the rug. 
He knew the rug. Old Harkavy had gotten it from the estate 
of a broker who committed suicide on Black Friday. 

Occasionally the "windows were slammed by a high "wind, 
and when this occurred the curtained French doors shook a 
little. Steam hissed in the pipes and there was a faU smeU of 
heating radiators. Leventhal’s nose was dry. The mohair was 
rough against his cheek. He did not change his position, ^uttii^ 
his eyes, he tried to doze away the oppressiveness of his ea 


3cll0 

At a stir behind the French doors he said loudly, ‘Con^I’ 
No one entered, however, and he pushed away ^e covers. T^e 
strap of his watch was loose and it had wor roun ° 
wrong side of his wrist. The lateness of t e om ma e 
fro\vn - it was nearly half-past one. He sat ^ He 

ward, his imdershirt hanging shapetes over s a , ' . 
was about to reach for his shoes 

remained on his knees and he was su en 5^P°^ strange 

^d fearfuUy hampered in him on Vhich the 

feeling that there was not a ang P ^ 

whole world did not pr^s ^h fufl J ^ 

his soul, pushing upw^d ^ ^ hke someone about 

to":n“^^ 

he meanwhile sensed ^ that . 

ary motions- he went ^oug ^ ^ opportunity to dis- 

the pain it was importance. He tried to seize the op- 

cover something or gr .length to collect himself, begin- 

portunity. He put out a world pressed on him 

ning mth the Beyond this he could not go. hard 

and passed throug ‘ beyilderingly moved. He sat 

though he drove his murky face trained on the 

m the sanie the grey grass. His nostrils Uwtch- 

ferns Ja that he was like a man in a mine who 

ed. It came into nis neau uu 



could smell smoke and feel lieat but never see the flames. And 
then the cramp and the enigmatic opportunity ended together. 
His legs quivered as he worked his feet back and forth on the 
carpet. He walked over to the windov/ and he heard the loud 
crack of die wind. It was pumping the trees in tlie small wedge 
of park six storeys below, tearing at die wires on rooftops, 
fanning the smoke out under the cioud.s, scattering it like soot 
on paraffin. 

He dressed, feeling a little easier. His shirt cuffs were soiled; 
he turned them underside up and transferred die links. He 
stuffed his tie into his pocket; he would put it on after wash* 
ing. Stripping the couch, he folded up the sheets and the silk 
quilt and laid them on a chair. When he opened die French 
doors, he expected to meet Mrs Harkavy or one of the family 
in the hall and he wondered why the house was so silent. 
Harkavy s dark room was open, the bed empty. Lcvcnthal swt- 
ched on the light and saw trousers hung neatly from the top 
drawer of the dresser and the suspenders coiled on the floor. An 
open magazine covered the lamp. 

Harkavy was sitting alone in the kitchen. At his elbow the 
toaster was ticking, and a pot of coffee was wanning on the 
electric, heater. He was wearing a corduroy jacket over his 
pyjamas, a belted jacket -with large leather buttons. His bare 
feet were crossed on a chair. His green slippers had fallen to 
the floor. , . , 

‘Good morning,’ Harkavy’s look was amused. ‘The reveller.’ 

‘Good morning. Where’s the family ?’. 

to Shifcart senior’s for the birthday dinner.’ 

‘Why didn t you go ? ’ 


‘I hope you mau-t stay here because of me/ 
ro I^up are poison if I have 

The kitchen light 

refrigerator, was toi sharp for ^enaaj” H 

from it slightly. or Leventhal. He winced away^ 
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‘How do you feel — not veiywell ? 

‘Headache.’ 

‘You’re not used to drinking.’ 

‘No; said Leventhal. The banter a^oyed him. 

'You were bright-eyed, last night. 

Helookedrather sullenly at him. What -Fnr petting 

‘Nothing. I’m not blaming you, you understan , g 

a little tight. You probably have good reasons. 

‘Where’s your aspirin?’ ctdrfed to 

‘In the bathroom. I’U bring you some. Hark vy 

rise. ' 

Stay put j I U find it. , , -p. T-p-moved 

■Have a cup of cogee. It'll do you mote ^ 

his feet from the chair. They were very loug and white, wi 

toes as slender as fingers. ^ 

an“r»fg " a sX ent. but he feit it would do 

XX Sighed 'rm a H«le -der^-ea^- my«t 

What vitality she’s got! ^ Do you remember 

old fire for you. She lived to be nmety-four. uo yo 

her? Down on Joralemon Street? fpelins that had 

•No.’ Leventhal, trying “ ^ gjmost nothing of it. 

interrupted his dressing, found he 

‘I’m a different type/ Harkavy smd. S^hloss- 

out the sheath. But some of these o p ' * good-for- 

herg, for example, stiU support^ ^ ^ blowhard, 

nothing son and his daught^s. ^ 

sometimes, but you have to ban 
case of "touch me and you touch a ^^n 

can’t always- be sure what you’re argument. I 

against him. now and then, because I like a go 
don’t trust people who won’t argue.’ 

rradually Harkavy’s manner underwent a cn g 
cimirhing in his chair, his heels were set wide apart on the 1 
leum and his arms were hanging over the back of ^ ^ 
his hands wth tlieir whitish hairs were full veined. Beneath the 



clear water lines, his lids suddenly appeared flushed and irri- 
tated, and when he began again to speak it was with a nervous 
dodge of the head, as if he were already putting aside an 
objection. 

‘Why don’t you come clean now on this business we were 
talking about last night ?’ he said. 

‘What’s there to come clean about ? ’ 

‘It baffles me. I’ve been giving it some thought. After what 
you said about him, that you should be trying to arrange 
this . . .’ ’ 

Leventhal did not stir his face from the cup. ‘We went over 
that yesterday. I told you about 'DilVs/ 

‘ He must have you by the tail.’ 

, Leventhal reflected, ‘This is just curiosity on his part. Why 
should I satisfy it? That Sunday when he could have helped 
me out he went away with Goldstone and his friends, and now, 
because he’s itching to know, I should talk.' He resolved to give 
him no satisfaction. Nevertheless, the saucer shook in his hand 
and he held it against his chest, bending his head until folds of 
skin appeared under his chin and along his jaw. He meditated 
: on his weakness.. How weak he was becoming. Even Harkavy 
could make him tremble. 


‘How come you phanged your mind about him? You said 
he was loony.’ 

‘No, you did.’ , 


‘On your mformation. What you told me was all I had to 
go by. It looks as if he really did a job on.you, sold you a bill 

of goods. ^ , 

Leventhal doggedly refrained from answering. He kept his 
head down with a look of worn endurance 

Harkavy persisted. ‘Didn’t he ?’ 


Leventhal ^ew his, lips against his teeth as he wiped' his 
mouth. I must have wanted to buy/ he said 

•Ifs teyond me. Wlien you came to talk to me about him, 

you 7™sh to haug him. He was accusing you of 

tnw ® happened to his wife 

rice l.d ubLT a 

help you. I couldn't believe ^ ^ 

neip y Deiieve my ears when you asked me about 


212 



Shifcart. mat kind of impression wiU a man 
on Mm? And why do you let him hang around? Di^t you 
tell me he picked up Shifcart’s card at your house ? Besides, y 
know Shifcart can't do anything for him. 

‘I suppose not.’ , 

‘And where does he get the idea that S^cart e p 
Though he knew he was making a mistake, ’ 

and to some extent it was involuntary, ^ ^ Tpws 

all a Jewish setup and Shifcart can pull strings or m . . . 
haveinfluence with other Jews.’ , j 

‘No!’ Harkavy cried. ‘No!’ His han(M flew to^ is • 
you’re trying to do something for him ? You re wi ^ > 

gardless? Boy, do you know what this does to my op 
you ? Are you in your right mind ? ’ 

His horror shook Leventhal. nrm't 

‘Look, Dan, I don’t want to go into this any • 

.push me. I asked you about Shifcart. You told me what you 

hiink ... Let that be the end of it.’ bp 

‘But how does he do it?’ Harkavy’s voice rang. Wh 
got on you? Is it blackmail ? Have you done „ 

‘No, nothing ... I’ve been having a lot of 
family - you heard about that. And Mar/s j 

.hard on me, too. My nerves aren’t in very goo s ^ 

I’ve been trying to throw something off. You aren ^ 

. helpful. Just let me alone to handle this in ^ ^ piea 

was a great deal for him to say; it was exorbitant h 
His hands were less steady than ever. He set o 
splashing some of it into the saucer. ^ qp 

■Whads between you? How does ^rfounds 

come to complain about him. Next thing ^ furiously 
^ke the Protocols, but it’s- all right ^ ^ throat flam- 
Pounded the metal table, his face and his elongate 

‘Influence with Jews!’he shouted. ^ ^. 5 . 

Leventhal silently reproached , - cijp put ? I’m 

take. I shouldn’t have said/that. Why did I let it snp 

even sure Allbee means that.’ ,. j realize it 

To Harkavy, he said, ‘Don’t fly off this better 

cems bad, but you don’t know the facts. I 3 
tkan you.' He kept his voice low in order to control 
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‘The facts? What are you letting this man do to you? Are 
you going off your rocker ?* 

'Don’t be foolish, Dan,’ he cried. T knov/ you mean well, 
but you’re being carried away. And please remember my 
motlier before you say a thing like that. You know about my 
mother. I told you about her as friend to friend. Tlic meaning 
of it hasn't sunk in,’ 

lliis silenced Harkavy briefly. He seemed to scowl. In reality 
he was clearing his throat. After considering him for a while he 
said, ‘Well, you are a privileged character. You're the only 
man living whose mother lost her mind and died.’ Immediately 
he changed his tone, clapping his hands sharply. ‘As friend to 
friend, what arc tlie facts ? This tiling about Shifeart is such 
nonsense it isn’t even worth talking about. But you, you must 
be in a trance. Tell me, what’s going on. Just look at you!’ 

‘What’s tlie matter ? ’ 

‘You look like the devil.’ 

‘Do I ? Well, I told you. There was the kid’s death, first of 


all.’ 

‘You were more honest when you were drunk, last night. 
You admitted that you wanted to get the man off your neck. 
Don't hide behind the child. That’s not good. It’s dishonest. 
Wake up ! What’s life? Metabolism? That’s what it is for the 
bugs. Jesus Christ, no ! What’s life ? Consciousness, that’s what 
it is. That s what you’re short on. For God’s sake, give yourself 
a push and a shake. It’s dangerous stuff, Asa, this stuff.’ 

Leventhal looked at Harkavy in blank perplexity. 

‘Well, I’m damned if I can see it,’ he finally said. ‘In the 
first place, when I came to you, you were the one who told 
me about Williston 

‘And?’ • ' 

But Leventhal would not continue. 

‘And ? What next ?' said Harkavy, sitting forward. 

Leventhal said, ‘Say, I've 

. . got to.have that aspinn.’ He rose. . . 

° advice M ^ chance to unbiu-den yomself and 

of bread m the toaster and rammed down the lever. 
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Among the bottles of lotion and cologne and 
boxes in Mrs Harkavy’s medicine chest, ^ewn 
aspirin and swallowed a tablet with a i ’yes- 

filled the sink with warm water and pushe ac 

the light green colour gave him a kind of , tickled 

in his hands and then glanced at the tub with its ^d 

spout. The linen closet stood open, givmg out ^ ^ P „ 

of soap. Leventhal took a towel and let the 

Tm going to take a bath, if you don’t mmd,’ he caUed to 

Harkavy. 

‘Go ahead.’ - , onrl 

. The faucet ran loudly and Leventhal shut ^ 
began to undress. The room grew hot. He sat on ^ g 
the tub in the roar of the steaming water and a e 
dark body, energetic and all absorbed. The tjunu /> ^ ^gg 

relieved him, for some reason. As he lay bac m jj. 

and sway of the water, he observed to himself, as 
ment, ‘He didn’t get anything out of me. He stto taking 

releasing tiny bubbles from the hairs. ‘I’ll be 

care of things by myself,’ he thought. irmer sliape 

tap and the hot water ran on, green with a. w i 

and a thread of vapour. ^ He 

He wondered what he worried mainly about 

Was concerned for him, of course, a-hmit Elena, 

Philip whom, if it turned tot was mong^^^ 

he would go to any to -provided tot Max 

about himself. Eventualtyhe wtodh ^ 

was right about Elena ^ to te dug out. But dug 

like that could jor the operation, not now. A ring 

ontwhen he h^to ,he 

of soap, melting xruui 

''tm-, ne dried himself, his heart beat rapidly. Howevw, his 
n ^ uMaTataost gone, and he felt freshened and almost 
headache „_t into the kitchen. Harkavy had set pul plates 
rVieerfuu 

scrambling some eggs. ^ -u n- i 

and was sera sufifered 

a raw painful current through his overtired nerves. 

a ia uot continue tliis v/ay with Allbec. It v/as enough. 
He cou ^ 



It had to be ended. Any day he expected to hear thnt Mary 
was coming back. What if she should come back before it was 
ended? He freed himself from this fear much as one might 
brush away a clinging insect from one’s face. And Allbee 
might think, because he had not slept at home last night - what 
might he think, that he was afraid of him ? It would give him 
the confidence to make new demands. He could have the in- 
troduction to ShiEcart. More than that, no. And he would have 
to get out of the house. ‘Enough !' he silently decided. 'Enough, 
enough!’ He dropped his fork noisily. Under Harkavy’s ques- 
tioning eyes he looked, as usual, unperturbed; moping some- 
what, but steady and calm. He recovered the fork and touched 
his food with it. But he was imable to swallow another bite. 
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'j He started home at half-past four. The wind had dropped, the 
sky was cold and darkening rapidly. In the little park the tumed- 
up rusty shells of leaves scraped in the path and cracked under- 
foot. Very little green remained in those that streamed raggedly 
in the trees. A damp warmth, smelling of stone, rose from the 
subway, and through the gratings Leventfaal caught a glimpse 
of the inert light on the roadbed and of the rails, hard and 
grey in their simultaneous strike. The close brownstone houses 
. looked autumnal and so did the foot-bumished steel riianhole 
lids ; they were glinting sharply. Summer seemed to have ended 
prematurely in chill and darkness. The people who had gone 
out of town for the holiday would be building fires on the 
beaches, those who were not aheady crowding the trains into 
the city. 


Leventhal halted on the sidewalk opposite his flat. All the 
windows in the building were dark. The tiny red lamp in the 
foyer appeared to be embedded in the fanlight and sent its 
bloody colour into the comers and as far as the polished, florid 
bead of the bmister at the rear. Mrs Nunez’ vines, spreading 
thickly upwards, ^ayed in a mass on the taut springs. ‘He’s 
out, sai ven al to himself. He was exasperated, almost 
2ld 



as if Allbee bk gone away to thw^ not 

to his advantage to be the first one honi , going up 

decided how to deal with Allbee. And wMe ^ P 

the stairs, he occasionaUy was, however, far 

the wall and thought, ‘"What will I do ranidlv rather 

too agitated to make any plaos. He dnnbrf raP^J^™ , 

struck by the number of wondering why 

fire bucket with dgarettes l>y‘e'i m ’ floor, 

fte place did not look more toth pockets 

he put his back agamst the wall while Vpys and 

for his key. He brought out » banffiil ° jt to 

began to pick it over under the ^ ^ 

him that someone was moving m the flat. explain 

had been sleeping and had just gotten up. panel He 

the dark windows. Herapped and put his ear to the panel, n 

was sure that he heard steps. kev in the lock. 

He was far from calm when he ti^ed the key m 

The door yielded a few inches, an felt the 

with a rattle. He thrust his hand mto th P point 

chain. Were there thieves in the house police when 

of running down to fetch Nunez or to phone the pouce 

he heard Allbee say, ‘ Is that you ? 

‘ Whaf s the chain up for ? ’ he demanded. 

‘I’ll explain to you later.’ . . . 

■No, yon won’t, you’ll explain It ngb^o^^^^^ 

But the chain remamed punched at the 

not to lose his head and an y^^tan ancient black 

door so that it shook and wai^ i^egan to pound again, 
trickles and te^s of enamel, stopped he heard 

enraged, shouting, ‘You I Open ! Allbee's face 

a low sound and, peering into the craci^, 
or rather a segment of his face, his nose, ^ ^ familiar stain 
the lingering effect of a trance, bis eye and 

beneath it. 

‘ Come on r he said to him. v c-v a little later, vrill 

‘I can’t,’ Allbee whispered. ‘Come back 

you ? Give me about fifteen minutes.’ 

‘I'll give you nothing.’ 

•Ten minutes. Be decent.’ _ 
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Leventhal threw himself at the door, whirling around and 
striking it with tlie side of his body and his lowered shoulder, 
his feet gritting on the tiles. He gripped the door posts and 
pushed. He now heard two voices inside. Again, more desper- 
ately, he lunged. The chain broke and he was thrown against 
the wall of the vestibule. He recovered and rushed into the 
front room. There Allbee, naked and ungainly, stood beside a 
woman who was dressing in great >aste. He was helping her, 
handing her stockings and underwear from the heap on the 
chair beside the bed. She had on her skirt but from the waist 
up she was bare. Brushing aside his hand with the proffered 
stockings, she bent to squeeze her foot into a shoe, digging her 
finger in' beside the heel. Her hair covered her face; neverthe- 
less Leventhal thought he recognized her. Mrs Nunez 1 Was it 
Mrs Nunez? The horror of it bristled on him, and the outcry 
he had been about to make was choked down. 

She stooped towards the light — only the bed lamp was lit 
and it cast a limited circle over the twisted sheets and the rug 
— and turned her blouse right side out. Her scared eyes glim- 
mered at him and her breasts hung down heavily as she'thrust 
her arm through the sleeve. Meanwhile, Allbee had hurried 
to the door and closed it. He came back and put on his shirt, 
the new shirt he had bought on Second Avenue. The stiff loop 
of the collar stood off from his neck. Next, he drew on his 
pants, nearly losing his balance as he shifted from foot to foot. 
Breathing heavily, he looked down and, while he buttoned 
himself, he said quietly to Leventhal, ‘At least, go into another 
room for a while, till she leaves.' 


‘You get out, too.’. 

He dropped his head, and Leventhal could not tell from hi 
expr^sion whether he was entreating or ordering him. H< 
looked at him vnth anger and contempt, and began to wall 
tow^ds the kitchen. 'Die woman turned and he saw her plain 
jy. e was straig tening her hair, her elbows working quickl) 
above ^^^^ead. She was a stranger, not Mrs Nunez; simply j 
! enormously lightened, but at the same time ii 
^uik of his suspicion. She was a big wo 
shoulders Were high and the straight 
lines use made them appear square. She was tall and 
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her hair was black, and that v/as all there was to the resem- 
blance. There was an irregularity in the shape of her 
was smaller than the other. It was vath the larger, more bnlli- 
ant eye that she returned his stare. Her smile was unsteady an 
resentful. He hovered near her a moment, inhaling the strong 
odour of powder or perfume that emanated from her in the eat 
of the room. She pushed a white comb into her hair an 

moved away from him. , 

He banged the kitchen door and, in the dark, beside the 

throbbing refrigerator, he waited and heard the low somc^ 
of a conversation. He did not try to follow it. '^ere were oo 
steps; the tread was the woman’s, she was going towar e 
door. It was for her sake primarily that he had v/ithtovn^m 
order to spare her. It wasn’t her faulL Probably ^ ® 
not told her the flat was someone else s. The nerve o ^ ^ 
nerve ! Leventhal nearly cried aloud in revulsion. He ' 
his face wildly, stretching his mouth. The nastiness o it 
refrigerator faltered and quivered but always recwer ^ 
ran, chaotically and interminably, ran and ran. Its w te 
was on a level wth his eyes ; he could see blue ^ar w * 
The only other thing visible in the room was the pdot tiga, 
also blue, a much deeper blue, in the black hoUows an sp 

regained with hh.. So did het sce^t^t 
seemed to cling to the rooms. The voices contiM ^ 
vestibule. Leventhal went. into the dimng-room. there 

bed’s crumpled sheets, the pillow grey, o , y- 

were newspapers, imderclothes, and soc . drops 

tains, on the Si, he discovered a cup of coffee m which drops 

of mould floated, and crumbs and scraps of fo^ 

The outer door shut and he strode mto the 

‘Look here,’ said. AUbee, as soon as he 
kitchen door. ‘I thought you w^e out of town for the week 

end. You didn’t come home last night. I thought . ^ 

. ‘You thought you’d bring a tramp in from the ^ ^.^eathless 

‘No ... now wait.’ He gave a hasty, somewhat 
laugh. ‘I know I have a fallen nature. I never pretended to be 
anything 1 wasn’t. Why aU the excitement ? You nu^t have giv- 
^ me a few minutes.’ He spoke placatingly, with humorous 
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chagrin. He looked sallow and his lips were dry. His smile per- 
sisted at the corners covertly, it was boastful. 

Leventhal flushed thickly. ‘In my bed 1 ’ 

‘Well, the day bed is so narrow. No place to take a lady ... 
I wanted a little more space . . .’.He was by no means sure of 
himself and his voice wavered as he made the joke. ‘I fail to 
see what there is to fuss about.’ 

‘Oh, you don’t seel It gave you a bang to put your whore 
where I sleep.’ 

The vehemence of his loathing gave a different turn to 
Allbee’s smile; it became jeering, and. a yellowish hot tinge 
came over his bloodshot eyes. Leventhal heard him murmur 
something about ‘fastidiousness’. 

‘You hypocrite ! I thought you couldn’t get over your wife.’ 
‘Don’t you mention my wife ! ’ Allbee cried. 

‘Why not, you’re always crying about her, aren’t you?’ 

‘I say don’t i Leave things alone that you can’t understand.’ 
‘What can’t I understand ?’ 

‘Not that, for sure ! ’ Allbee said harshly. His face was in- 
flamed ; his cheekbones looked as if they had been branded. 
But he checked himself and slowly the colour retreated. Only 
a few refractory spots remained. He seemed to force himself 
to make a gesture of retraction. ‘I mean,’ he said, ‘she’s dead. 
What does she have to do with it ? I have needs, naturally, the 
same as anybody else.’ 


What did she have to do with the other things ? You mealy- 
mouth, you were using her to work on my feelings. All right, 
what do I c^e? Go to hell. But you weren’t satisfied that you 
made this place so filthy I can’t stand to come in; you had to 
bring this woman into my bed ’ 

■ there to be so upset about? Where else, if not 

in bed . . He looked amused- again and blinked his blood- 

roore'^Sned, ifferent”? have some other way, 

rhe same as every^dy else^^'^t^ "y^^Vay of 
you’re above everybody else. I know ’ ® 

,;S’any m^:r:oryom’ I don’t 
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‘You don’t care about the woman. You’re just using her o 
make an issue and break your promise to me. We / ^ 
thought I had seen everything in the way of cyniasm. liy 
God, you could give lessons 1 I never met anyone who coin 
touch you. I guess there’s an example in the world o every 
thing a man can imagine, no matter how great or how gr^ 
some. You certainly are not the same as everybody e e. e 
looked at him, keenly, brilhantly, triumphantly insolent. WHa 
do you care about my wife ! But your instinct told you w ^e 
to jab, in the way that insects know where the>^ll 

. most sap.’ ^ , 

‘You dirty phoney!’ Leventhal cried husldly. ‘You ugy 
bastard counterfeit I said it because you’re such a 
your phoney tears and your wife’s name in your 

secondword-Thepoor woman, a fine lifeshemusthave a 

you, a freak like you, out of a carmval. You Y^’re 

you say. You’ll say anything that comes into your head- ^ 
not even human, if you ask me. No wonder she left y^- 
‘It’s very interesting that you should take her part ^ 
like me. \A/hat do you think of that? We were a e. 


shouted. 

‘Well, get out ! Beat it 1 1 told you to 
did.’ 


leave when the woman 


‘WTiat about your promise ?’ , g 

Leventhal pushed him towards the door. Allhee e ^^^ 2 , 
few steps and, seizing a heavy glass ash tray, he ^ 
cingly and cried, ‘Keep off me !’ Leventhal made a ^^j-jeclcd 
and knocked the ash tray down. Pinning his arms, 
him around and ran him into the vestibule. 

‘Let go. ril leave, he panted. in the face. 

The door, as Leventhal jerked it open, hit landing 

He did not resist v/hen Leventhal thrust him out ^ 
and. vdthout looking back, he started dov^m the ■ * 

..Tied nt his collar. 

Winded. Leventhal stumbled into a ch.'ii’'-/ 5l:ou!d«s. 


Tiie sv.-e3t ran into his eyes and a pain, he thonri'-t, 

do-.ynsvard Kn 

•r.iayhe !.e s mil I'd ,,, 



/ 


himself up and went to the stairs. Holding the rail, he stared 
into the shaft’ It was silent. He thought as he returned to the 
flat ‘He didn’t even have the, courage to fight back. As much as 
he hates me. And he’s bigger; he could have killed me.’ He 
wondered whether Allbee was stunned by the door when it 
struck him in the face. The sound of that did not leave him. 

He stof^ed to examine the chain. The staple was only loosen- 
ed and might have been hammered in. But one of the links 
had given. He tossed the severed half away. Over the furrows 
of the rug in the front room there was a long, curving trail of 
ashes. He wiped his sweat with his sleeve and took in the room, 
angry, but exultant also; he felt dimly that this disorder and 
upheaval was part of the price he was obliged to pay for his 
release. 

. The radiators were spitting and the room was unendurably 


hot. He flung up the window and bent out. Instantly he heard 
the tumultuous swoop of the Third Avenue train rising above 
the continuous, tidal noise of the street. People were walking 
among the stripes of light on the pavement, light that came 
from windows opening on carpeted floors and the shapes of 
furniture; they passed through the radiance of the glass cage 
that bulged before the theatre and into shadows, tributaries 
that led into deeper^ shadows and led, still further on, into 
mighty holes^ filled with light and stifled roaring. Ts he around 
somewhere?’ Leventhal asked himself. He doubted that Allbee 
was near. Certainly he knew he had nothing more to hope for 
here after tonight. And what he had hoped for in the first place 
remained a mystery.. The idea of an introduction to Shifcart 
lost a Its su smnce, it was a makeshift demand, improvised. 
That he was able to see this gave Leventhal the feeling that he 
was becoming himself again after a long lapse. 

■ rapidly. He drew his head 

fb ro t of sill from his 

?"Xeight hk Z7 f 3nd there was a deaden- 

flat in order, going slowly 

flry ham^r. Then Sont^^' t 

ory 1 - without taking the trouble to dean out the 
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scraps in the drain, he spilled soap powder over the dishes in 
the kitchen sink and let the hot water run until the foam 
boiled up and covered tliem. He made up his bed "with clean 
sheets, awkwardly shaking the pillows into pillow cas^ and 
dragging the bed away from tlie w'all in order to tuck in the 
blankets. In the dining-room, he turned over the mattress of the 
day bed and forced up the seldom-opened windows. On one 
of the chairs he found a glossy haberdasher’s bag with a Second 
Avenue address. It contained Allbee’s old shirt and a few other 
articles that he did not examine. He threw the bag into the 
dumb-waiter, together v.ith the socks and undershirts and the 
newspapers Allbee had accumulated. Next, in the bathroom, he 
took down the towels, turned on the shower to rinse the tub, 
“ind made an effort to clean the basin. After a few strokes he 


gave this up and returned the rag to its pipe beneath the sink. 

He was moving chairs into place when he saw a comb on 
the carpet. It must have been the mate to the one the woman 
had fastened in her hair. Stud3dng it, he could not help breath- 
hig its odour. It was a white comb, white bone, its teeth dark- 
ened yellow in an uneven fringe. On one side it was decorated 
■with a diamond-shaped piece of glass; on the other, the bit of 
glass had fallen out of its setting. He did not linger over the 
comb very long; he let it fall into the v/aste-basket. He recalled 
the women in the wrangle he had watched on the comer several 
weeks back and even reflected that she might have been one of 
them. She might, easily. After all, where had Allbee picked her 
up ? Probably m a mvem in the neighbourhood- 

A breeze Hew teough the flat wMe he swept the ashes from 
the rug. K *e wia vacancy of the t-” 

room. -Nevertheless, the snielT of the comb 

tvmed, coming over himT'l" what had 

^-^th some firas^ „ust have 

occurred that evemng ^ pice a of the door 

beenfrightemng.sichenuigf tohear^ And oven grant- 
and then to mn out of ^^other l>^„^”„other (mSny 

fwo-Sd hjv roughness ^ mortificationl, 

gretting the whole mciaa„^^anse of her and almost 
he had listened to and gone away. He coni 



attended to him later. A few impressions of her remained vivid- 
ly witii Leventhal - the heaviness of her figure in the skirt, the 
way she had crouched to work her foot into the shoe, the look 
he had received from her queerly shaped eyes. It now struck 
him that there -was more amusement in it than fear, and he 
could see, too, how with a grain of detachment it was possible 
for her to find the incident amusing. He began to remember 
how Allbee had stumbled in pulling up his pants and how co- 
mically he had held out the woman’s stocking to her. It was 
low, it was painful, but it was funny. He grinned, his eyes 
dilated and shone; he gave way explosively to laughter, driving 
the broom at the floor. ‘The stockings ! Those damn stockings ! 
Standing there ydthout a stitch and passing those stockings!’ 


He broke suddenly into a cough. When he was done laughing 
and coughing his face remained unusually expressive. Yes, 'and 
he ought not to leave himself out of the picture, glaring at them 
both. Meanwhile, Allbee was burning, yet trying to keep his 
head. The woman must have grasped that he did not dare say 


what he felt. Perhaps he had been boasting to her, telling lies 
about himself, and that was why his predicament amused her. 

But when he sat down for a moment on the bed, all the 
comedy of it was. snatched away and tom to pieces. He was 
wrong a^ut the woman’s expression; he was trying to trans- 
form it into something he could bear. The truth was probably 
far different. He had started out to see what had happened 
with her eyes and had ended by substituting his own, thus 
contriving to put her on his side. Whereas, the fact was that 
she was nearer to Allbee. Both of them. Allbee and the woman, 
moved or swam towards him out of a depth of life in which he 

ended. There lay horror, evil, 
a 1 that he had kept himself from. In the days when he was 

f as near to 

"’"e Whv not t^he the.comer of his 

^^iTsht if with afvfuff' eye? His heart was what 

caugnt It, witn awiul pain and drea^i i, 

the fear anrl ^ heavy blows. Then, 

since tne rear ana pam were so sreat a i.- 

He picked up the broom and ' a 

on tren.b„ng Ie,s to btnsh up S, ;:“g! 



‘Maylje I didn’t do the right thing. I didn’t know what it was. 

I don’t yet. And there had to be a showdown sooner or later. 
What was I going to do with him ? He hated me. He hate 
me enough to cut my throat. He didn’t do it b^use he was 
too much of a coward. That’s why he was pulhng all those 
stunts instead. He was pulling them on himself as mu as on 
me, and the reason for that was that he hated lumself for no 
having enough nerve, but by clowning he cou pass o is 
ovm feelings.- All that stuff, the mustard and going on his imees 
and all that talk. That’s what it was for. I had to do someAmg 
with him. I suppose I handled it badly. Still, i s over, 

the main thing . . .’ 

The chairs did not look quite as they did when - 

ranged them; the bed was unevenly, made. A swath of ^shes 
still remained on the rug. However, things began to ng t em 
selves and it soothed him to be busy. He opene zcan o 
vegetable soup and set it on the stove. "S^ile it was ea n , 
he washed the dishes and, for the first time in wee , 
on the radio simply to hear a voice. The phone ran^ - ^ 

Max, calling, he said, from a drugstore on , 

He did not want to come unannounced a second time. A g 
thing, too, Leventhal thought; he would not have answered 

the doorbell. ^ 

He was fiiusMng hb soup ten nunutes ater when Max 

rived. Elena had agreed at last to leave New York. 

hi«; news He was coming from Pennsylvama Station where he 

had picked up the reservations. Villani’s brother, a second-hand 

dealer on Bleecker Street, was buying the furniture. 

‘It’ll cost US twice what we’re getting to buy new things dovm 

there,’ he said, t.. 

‘Ah vou don’t want this stuff. 

‘What’s the 'matter with it? Shipping is too high, that’s all. 
Then he smiled at Leventhal. ‘So . . . ?’ he said. ■ 

‘You mean I was mistaken about Elena.’ 

‘T sure do. And about the old lady.’ 

‘Oh Well, you caught me in a bad mood the other night, 
» jr ^ T’m not always like that. I hope I didn’t hurt your feel- 

^^^e hues radiating out from Max’s eyes deepened. ‘Oh, I got 
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a kind of a kick out of the way you built up the old woman/ 
he said. 

‘I’m glad you finally got Elena to come around. It’s going to 
be all to the good. I’m glad for Phil’s sake, especially. When 
you’re settled we’ll come down and visit.’ 

‘Sure you’ll be welcome. Any time. Is she going to be back 

soon ? ’ 

Leventhal noticed that. Max did not mention Mary by name. 
Like Elena, he probably did not know what her name was. 

.‘Mary? Just as soon as I. can get her to come. I'm going to 
phone her tonight.’ 

‘Your radio’s on pretty loud. Got a drive on against spooks V 
They smiled together. , / 

‘I guess I really don’t know where I’m at when she’s away.’ 
Max poured himself a/ glass of water, declining to sit down 
for coffee. ‘Too many things to take care of,’ he said. He pulled 
his hat down. His sideburns were long and ill-trimmed, over- 
growing his ears. 

‘I’ll see you off/ said Leventhal. ‘When are you leaving?’ 
‘Friday, four o’clock on the Natchez Prince.’ 

T’ll be on hand.’ 

After talking to his wife, Leventhal prepared for bed in a 
kind of intoxication. He walked up and down the room, un- 
dressing.'^nd stopped before her picture on the desk and car- 
essed her face with his thumb over the glass. Under the arch of 
his chest, he felt a thick, distinct stroke that seemed to him 
much slower than the actual, remote, jubilant speeding of his 
heart. His legs were melting with excitement. Mary was prob- 
ably packing her bags, for she had promised to leave on the 
earliest train tomorrow. From the way she spoke, he realized 
that she had been waiting for him to make this call. When he 
, said, ‘Can you come soon?’ she replied, ‘Tomorrow,’ with 
an eagerness that astonished him. She would arrive very early 
on Tuesday, if the Labour Day crowd did not delay her too much. 
Meanwhile, he had to attend to the flat; she had to find it as she 

' thought it passable: Now 

it looked ^palhngly dirty. He slipped a coat over his pyjamas 
ajid was about to go down to see Mrs Nunez. But he remembered 
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in time that the Nunez’ had a telephone and he turned back. 
As usual, he chided himself ; the easiest, sensible way came to 
hini last. He found the number in. Mary’s alphabetized book 
and dialled it. In a moment he heard her aspirated Alio ? The 
thing was quickly arranged; she would be up in the morning. 
After hanging up, he silently apologized to her for his sus- 
picion. But there was no place in his present mood for penitence 
of even for thought. 

He locked the front door. He ought to have spoken to Nunez 
about the broken chain while he was on the wire. And for that 
matter Allbee still had a key; the lock should be changed. He 
/ had not retained the number, and he picked up the book 
again and then decided to let the thing go until morning- Ex- 
planations were necessary. Why was the chain broken ? Why 
did a perfectly good lock have to be taken out ? He had to have 

time; he could not invent reasons on the telephone. , 

He got into bed, piled the pillows against the wall, and sat 
a magazine in his lap. He did not read; he had no desire to, 
and besides nothing took shape before his eyes. Restlessly, 
he turned the pages and heard the interminable sleepy sigh o 
the steam in the radiators and the intermittent shock of the 
subway beneath the house. Finally he threw down the maga- 
zine and turned face down on the pillow. His impatience ma e 
him groan. He could hardly bear to lie still. Over and over 
again he saw the station, platform, the cars in the tunnel, and 
made out Mary’s face in the crowd of passengers - her hat, 
her light hair, and last of all her face. He embraced and kissed 
her, and asked, ‘Did you have a good trip?’ Would that do? 
He struggled over ..a choice of greetings. Then once more he 
imagined himself running on the platform. It was unendurable. 
He resolved to go to sleep and he turned off the lamp. But as 
soon as he had done this, he rose - the room was not entirely 
dark because the light was burning in the bathroom - and 
dragged the heavy desk chair to the door. He fixed tlie back 
of it tightly under the knob and returned to bed. ’For God s 
sake,’ he muttered, 'let me get a night’s rest.’ Tliere was a 
pallor on tlie windows; the moon had risen. Standing on the 
■bed, he drew tlie curtains and dropped down. He pulled the 
blanket over his head and soon he was asleep. 
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At first he slept deeply, but after a time he began to stir. 
He was too warm; he threw some of his covers off; his legs 
moved as if unwilling to be relaxed, and once or twice he was 
on the point of jmnping up and turning on the lamp. But he 
held his head down between the pillows obstinately and pres- 
ently he began to dream. 

He was on a boardwalk in broad, open, blue summer weather. 
The sea was flaring on his right and the shore blackened with 
bathers. On his left, there was an amusement park with ticket 
booths, and he saw roimd yellow and red cars whipping around 
, and bumping together. He entered a place that resembled a 
hotel - there was a circular veranda where people sat looking 
at the bay - but proved, to be a department store. He was 


here to buy some rouge for Mary. The salesgirl demonstrated 
various shades on her own face, wiping off each in turn with 
a soiled hand-towel and bending to the round mirror on the 
counter to .draw a new spot. There was a great, empty glitter 
of glass and metal around them. What could this possibly be 
about ? Leventhal wondered. For he was perfectly sure he had 
once seen a chart with all the colours. This work was un- 
necessary. Nevertheless, he watched her smearing the rouge 
on her sharp face and did not interrupt her. The odour of the 
towel had from the beginning seemed familiar. He made so 
strong an effort to identify it that he half roused himself, aware, 
all at once, that the odour came from his bed. His eyes were 
open and his unshaven chin rustled on the pillow. Could the 
woman’s scent have penetrated the slip and the ticking ? He 
raised his head, feeling stifled, and saw the dazzling wall of 
the bathroom, the yawning clpthes hamper, the black fin of 
the scale. He thought he could hear the steam in the pipes, and 
yet the room was not warm. He shivered and lit the lamp. His 
heart nearly hurst with fear, for the chair was down and 
the oor gaping. There were movements in the kitchen. 

He hunched forw^d in the gathered bedclothes,, listening, 
and the of the spnng sang out. His terror, like a cold 

fluid, seemed to have been released by the breaking 

?wntd Tut was like diat of 

^ed blood. But what if the chair had slid down and the door 
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opened by itself? And what if the kitchen were empty? His 

nerves again, his sick imagination. But w y 

excuse for his cowardice? So that he woidd 

the kitchen to investigate? Had he locked the -kprause 

ready to swear to it. And if it was open now, i w 

Allbee, who had a key, had opened it. Leventhals § 

braced to spring, but he held back, feeling ^ o 

now through Ms nerves would crush him. 

rushed from the bed, dragging the sheets in w c PoPided 
caught. He kicked free and ran into the kitchen. He colM^d 

■with someone who crouched there, and a cry cam from 

The air was foul and hard to breathe. Gas was poj^g tom 
the oven. ‘I have to kill him now,’ he thought ^ f 
He caught the doth of his coat in his teeth wMe he st^y 

changed his grip, clutching at ® y,eight in 

convulsively, but Leventhal crushed h "beside 

the comer. Allbee’s fist came down Lewnthal 

the shoulder. ‘You whit to murder me . ^ ‘ deafening, 

gasped. The sibilance of the pourmg gas jjjg 

‘Me, myself 1’ Allbee whispered despairmg y, 

last breath. ‘Me . . . !’ , ' r,n the mouth. 

Then his head shot up, pushed him 

The pain made him stumbled after him 

away and flung out of bruising his naked 

down a flight of stairs, to h 

feet on the metal edges of the tr • 
and saw him runnmg into the tiles, 

from a neighboiMs sill, he threw i ^ explosion. By 

He raced back to turn off the g • before the open 

the wildly swinging light, he saw a when he ran in. 

oven from which Allbee app^en y -^^^jow and bent out, 
Leventhal threw open the Tir The long lines of 

tears running doNvn his face in the cold ^ 
lamps hung do^vn their yellow grams m th gr y 

ihe street. He saw no one, not a living thm^^ batliroom. 

^l,en he had had enough air. he 1^^ 

He had bitten his h^nn 

In spite of the struggle, tnc 
Ukc the ucrid s^vc«n«s of sewage, the numbness m Ins 
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neck, and, now, the sight of blood, he did not seem greatly 
disturbed. He looked impassive, under the cloud of his hair. 
He rinsed and spat, washed out the sink, wped the stains 
from the mouth of the peroxide bottle, and went to pick up 
the sheets he had dragged to the floor. By the time he had 
remade the bed, the flat was nearly free of gas. Though he 
scarcely thought that Allbee would be back again, he shut the 
door and barricaded it with the dresser. He would sleep un- 
disturbed; he cared about nothing else. Drowsily, he went to 
check the stove again, to make sure no more gas was escaping. 
Then he dropped onto the bed. He was still sleeping at eleven 
o’clock when Mrs Nunez arrived to start the cleaning. Her 
repeated knocks woke him. 
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That fall, one of the editors of Harkavy’s paper. Antique 
Horizons, went to a national magazine and, through Harkavy, 
Leventhal got the vacancy. Characteristically, Beard at first 
declined to meet the offer and then went two hundred dollars 
higher, but Leventhal left him. 

Things went well for him in the next few years. The con- 
sciousness of an unremitting daily fight, though still present, 
was fainter and less troubling. His health was better, and 
there were changes in his appearance. Something recalcitrant 
seemed to have left him; he was not exactly affable, but his 
, obstinately unrevealing expression had softened. His face was 
' paler and there were some grey areas in his hair, in spite of 
which he looked years yoimger. 

And, as time went on, he lost the feeling that he had, as he 
used to say, ‘got away with it’, his guilty relief, and the ac- 
companying sense of infringement. He was thankful for his 
job at Antique Horizons; he didn’t underestimate it; there 
weren’t many better jobs in the trade field. He was lucky, of 
course. It was understandable that a man suffered' when he 
did not have a place. On the other hand, it was pitiful that he 
should envy the man who had one. In Leventhal’s mind, this 



, ’ ' fnr 'hov/ could vou Call anything 

was not even a true injustice, for ho > accidental 

so haphazard an injustice? It ^vas a wong 

and haphazard- And somewhere, best , Tnade for say, 

emphl. AS though a tnan really work 

Buike-Beard and Company, as though 

instead of a delaying maze to be 8°“ it. 

misery so habitual that one became very 

STwas tvrong. But the error ^ st^ 

mysterious, namely, a conwction or i um 
,t life and perhaps even before, a “cket, a 

hinking of this promise, Leventhal „ a„ average 

heatre ticket And vvith his ticket, a m^enotM to 

=eat might feel too shabby for the <lt^= ^ "^^best in 

defiantly and arrogantly; “ ber who led hhn to 

the house, might cry out in rage to disconsolately 

the third balcony. And how many ““f bo could only 

in the rain and snow, in the. long line ^t. The 

expect to he turned away 1 But be 

reality v/as different. For why sho rirkets to desirable 

promised if promises were being ^ ~ important things to 
j j : VI « TVi pre were more impo , 


be promised. Possibly there wy a ^ ^ere was. But 

it. He himself was almost ready to affirm that tne 

it was misimderstood. , wondered whether 

Occasionally he thou^t about But he had written 

Wffliston Imew what had happened to reason 

to Williston, xeturmng the ten ° ^ letter he made 

and another, he had failed to give _ realizing that 

a special effort to explain his exa^erate, he gave 

Williston believed he had a tendency piace. 

a very careful and moderate account .vithout getting 

AUbee, he said, ‘tried a kind of ^^ici P -wthout in- 

my permission first.' He might have ^^tle grouncis to 

tendffig to die himself.’ For there and Leventhal 

suspect this. But no reply came from W‘ Be too 

was too proud to write a second leuer^^ p^^pT 

much like pleading. Perhaps Wilhston made it 

the money from Allbee out of mai • ^ to pass 

as clear as he could that he had had 



it on to him. 'Docs he think I’m that cheap?' he asked him> 
self resentfully. Repeatedly, he v/ent over all that he had done 
during those confusing weeks. Hadn’t he tried to he fair? 
Didn’t he intend to help him? He considered that he and 
Alllxic were even, by any honest standards. Much difference 
ten dollars would have made t At first he v/as deeply annoyed; 
later he prepared some things to say to V/illiston if they should 
meet. But the opportunity never came. 

From time to time he heard rumours al>out Allbec. In- 
variably, however, he heard them from people who did not 
know him personally, and he could never be sure that the 
man to whom they referred actually was Allbec. ‘Some journal- 
ist, from New England, originally, who hit the bottle,’ etcetera. 
In three years a dozen or so stories reached him, no two of 
which agreed. He did not attempt to follow up any of them. 
Although they always interested him, the truth was that he did 
not want to know precisely where he was and what he was 
doing. He believed that he had continued to go dowm. By now 
he was in an institution, perhaps, in some hospital, or even 
already lying in Potter’s Field. Leventhal did not care to think 
too much or too literally about it. 

But one night he saw Allbee again. 

It happened that a dealer who had furnished some of the 
antiques for a play that was running on Broadway gave Leven* 
thal two passes. He was reluctant to go; Mar>c however, 
insisted. Mary was pregnant; she was expecting the baby in 
a month, and she would be tied down, she argued, for a long 
time to come. Leventhal said that the theatre would be very 
warm - this was early June and prematurely hot - but offered 
no real opposition. The evening of the play he came home 
early. (They had moved to the uptown end of Central Park 
West, closer to the Porto Rican slum than to the blazoned 
canopies of the Sixties and Seventies.) During dinner he was 
heavy-eyed. But before he had finished his dessert, Mary was 
clearing the table. He washed, shaved for the second time 
that day, arid put on a Palm Beach suit, breaking it out of the 
brown paper wrapper in which the cleaner had sealed it 
eight months ago. trousers were a little tight and short, 
for dmang the preceding winter he had put on weight. 
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The subway was hot enough; the T^ste for plays 

Leventhal sat and endured the play. He ^ __ ^ compli- 

in general, and this was sentimental an Mary’s 

Gated love affair in a Renaissance pa ac . moisture 

hand. In the refulgence of the stage, he saw 
on her forehead, under the tlrick loop of her 

nose. Her skin looked very pure, an bought his eyes 

watched her, intent on the play. Presen y ^ 

back to the stage. His own dark face was ' sweat 

suit was already crumpled; his collar ^ guided 

At the first curtain he quickly got to his eet an 

Maiy through the crowd to the lobby, n adjoin- 

doors to the sidewalk, and they walke ou . lit cigar- 

ing the theatre was filling up. Leventhal and ^ J 

ettes and gazed into the Xlelon ^d been 

yellow glass that passed into the ha _ fallen; the air 

almost tropical. A few large drops ^ weight, 

was moist, odorous, and black; one _ Wock, and the 
There were night clubs and dangerous curve from 

traffic was heavy. Suddenly a taxi ^ . pitching, stop in 

the far side of the street and "^^^^^oaking of /horns 

front of the theatre. There w^ out. 

behind it. The door flung open always haunting 

Something about the queerness o when he 

Leventhal at a short distance, came ^ ^ 

saw her escort’s °7the wWas drawn aside, and the top 
glass slide in the roof of ^be cab opening. The woman 

of a straw hat circled and .ill, 

left the running boar wi , ^ gathering her skirt up 

scarf to her throat wnth she walked with a 

with the other. Slender and , '^^,1 awkward. There 

, r^ewhat £r« "g-- Her painted 

She stood with her back to ttm ^ gome reason, 

smalL heavy, glittering bag. The man hng 

in the c^ LeventhaVs arm. 

recognize her ?’ she whispered. 
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But Leventhal was trying to see her companion. 

‘ Isn’t that Yvonne Crane 7 ' 

'Who?’ 

‘The actress.’ 

‘I don’t know,’ he said, looking blankly. ‘Is it ?' 

‘She’s still perfectly beautiful,' said Mary with admiration. 
‘How do they stay looking so young ? ' 

The woman, after waiting a while, turned and said in a low, 
harsh tone, ‘Come on. Will you come out of there ?’ 

The man inside shouted quarrelsomely, ‘He took us the 
long way around. Does he think I don’t know the city? I’m 
no greenhorn here.’ 

They did not catch the woman’s next words, but they heard 
the driver, laconic and confident, and then the escort, ciydng 
out laughingly, ‘Don’t give me that . . . That’s for the visiting 
fat hoys.’ 

The woman opened her purse and threw a bill to the driver. 


Leventhal, when he heard the voice, was certain that the 
man was Allbee, and, with a rigid face and look approach- 
ing horror in his eyes, he waited for him to appear. 

Then Allbee stepped to the kerb, saying, ‘You shouldn’t 
have done that.’ The cab started away witli its open door 
flapping; the driver, without slowing up, reached back and 
slammed it. 

Leventhal had a close view of Allbee as the two walked into 
the theatre. He was wearing a white dinner jacket. A flower, 
pinned erratically, swung from his lapel; he pressed his hat 
under his arm and strode forward, his large shoulders stiffiy 
raised, swaggering and gallant. His cheeks were red and shin- 


ing. He was laughing into his companion’s pretty but ner- 
vously severe face. He seemed to be pushing her playfully, and 
it was evident from the set of her arms that she did not wish 
to be pushed. 

‘I don’t recognize him,’ said Mary. ‘But I’m sure she’s 
Yvonne Crane. I’ve seen her picture a hundred times. Don’t 
you remember her ? ’ 

Throughout Ae second act, Leventhal peered round at the 
boxes. He could see no more than the colour of a face in the 
radiance thrown back from the stage, or, occasionaUy, the 



black shape of a head rising near the red o an > 

or moving its shadow across the obscure s ^ o ^ Tn'ight 

thought that they must be sitting in a nrobablv 

or 4ht not be Yvonne Qane, though Mary wa 
right k was, in any case, a wealthy -d ^^ee 

looked more than moderately prospero^ m , . r ^ 
and the silk-seamed formal trousers. To say notog of the 

flower. The flower struck Leventhal m 

a mark of something ‘And that 

dent ‘Yes he’s gone ^4oman under his thumb.’ 

woman, whoever she IS, he s got Aa 

None of the rumours had describe 

here I had him dead and Jfrom his. breast pocket 

imagmel’ He tugged ^ ^ts came to life in the 

and vdped his neck and chin. Th g curtain was 

arches, causing him to squint an noticed that ^ 

swooping down. There was app^ ^ ^ 

the act was ending. The orchestr g / 

hurriedly than the first time, he hdpe everywhere for 

He was lighting h^ of him on the stairs. 

Allbee, when, over her head, he c g at Leventhal 

He was aloiie, and, widening his 7 ^ ^ ^ gesture he 

and raised his hand- with stiffly P Utterly confused, he 

did not understand. Mary spoke said. She was 

answered something. She his pocket. She was 

asking for her compact, whi^ if-etiiv got if out and gave it 
going to the ladies’ lounge. He and she glanced 

to her. His expression seemed to p 

at him sharply before turning ^^7' her pregnant 

As she passed Allbee on the s 
'figure an appraising look. Leven him, but he did 

He was awate that Allbee 
not raise his eyes until he heard him sp 

•Hello. Leventhal. • complicity, the big- 

The low thick voice ^^th i« ^d to 
obstrusive figure in the white jacket, a 
‘Hello,’ he answered nervously- ^ ^ 

‘I saw you when we were coming m- 
• T didn’t tliink you did.' 
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‘I knew it would be all right with you if I acted like a total 
stranger, so it*s up to me, and I’d feel like a terrible fool if I 
didn't speak to you . . . You saw me, didn't you 
‘Yes/ 

‘And who was I with ?’ 

‘The actress ? My wife recognized her/ 

‘Oh, your wife/ he said politely. 'Very handsome. Very' 
fetching, even in her condition/ He began to smile broadly, 
displaying his teeth. With his hands on his hip.s, he bent for- 
ward slightly. 'Congratulations. I see you’re following orders. 
“Increase and multiply." ’ 

Leventhal answered him with a dull, short nod. It seemed 
to him that Allbee had no real desire to lx; malicious; he was 
merely obedient to habit. He might have been smiling at him- 
self and making an appeal of a sort for understanding. On 
nearer sight. Allbee did not look good. His colour was an un- 
healthy. one. Leventhal had the feeling that it was the decay 
of something that had gone into his appearance of well-being, 
something intimate. There was very little play in the deepened 
wrinkles around his eyes. They had a fabric quality, crumpled 
and blank. A smell of whisky came from him. 

‘You haven’t changed much/ said Allbee. 

‘I wasn’t the one that was going to change so much.’ 

‘Ah, that. Well, do I still look the same to you V 
‘You still drink.’ 

‘Ever since I saw you. I’ve been wondering whether you’d 
mention, that. You’re true to form/ He grinned, but he was 
somewhat hurt. ‘No, I only take it socially because everybody 
else does/ 

‘You look successful.’ 

‘Oh/ he said lightly. ‘Success is a big word. You ought to 
ibe careful how you use it.’ • 

. ‘What do you do?’ 

‘Just now^ I’m squiring Miss Crane around. The columnists 
say we’re friends, when they bother to mention her. She’s not 
the drawing card she used to be. You probably know. Well, 

■ she doesn’t want much public attention now, or she’d be -seen 
with someone more celebrated. But she doesn’t care. She’s ' 
glad all that professional business is over for her and she can 
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live more quietly. She’s actually a very intelligent person. 
We’re Iwtii a little lost, out there on the Coast. 

Leventhal nodded again. _ _ Queenly, if 

‘Oh, yes. She’s real nobility. Shes reaiiy ^ ^ 

you know what I mean. Some of those wojnen 
some when their popularity dies down. ey i public 

nals. They want to make up for all those years un 

'"■si'“Tcongratulateyoutoo; Leven^ m— 

‘She’s not Flora, of course My tc-rrible look 

smile gave a touch of cynicism to the could not 

of pain that rose to his eyes. Leventhal saw that he could not 

help himself and pitied him. ‘She has qua ities . > • t gven- 

L last words were lost in the braying of the taxis. Leven 

' thal found nothing to say. ^ ^ ^ 

I want you to know one tanking of hurting 

I wanted to put an end to myselh I w thinking 

you. I suppose you would have been. . . . 

of you. You weren’t even in my mmd. 

Leventhal laughed outright at this. a funny lie. 

■You could have jumped in the nver. ttats a funny 

Why tell it? Did you have to use my kitchen 

Akee glanced around 
his loose blond hair became crimson. N . 

■well, anyhow. I don’t nXdy elre 

been demented. When you t^ agmjt 
. means anything to you either Bitterly sn ^ 

mocking, he took Leventhal s an —ing to get around it 

to say that I owe you . h® spoke with 

"S." “ ^ — 

fo *y fdowm cither. I know I owe you something. 1 knew it 
th^ nLht when I w.is standing in your shower . . . 
fcvcnthal pullwl his hand away. 

'\Vhatdoyoudoouttherc,arcyouan.acty- fuiddh" 

..,,r 7 t>:o I’m in mdio. Advertising. Us .a mion!. 

. ' Yofso'voTkl; my PC.-.CC with tlimr .ns they 

ifots'cn ofi the pony - you rcmcnitor. 1 mid Li.-t m 

you or.cvV rm on the 
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'A conductor ?* 

‘Conductor, belli I'm just a passenger.’ His laugh was^ 
short and faint. 'Not even first class. I’m not tlie type that’ 
runs things. I never could be. I realized that long ago. I’m the 
type tliat comes to terms with whoever runs things. What do 
I care? The world wasn’t made exactly for me. What am I 

going to do about it ? ’ 

‘What ?’ Leventhal smiled at him. 

‘Approximately made for me will have to be good enough. 
All that stiffness of once upon a time, that’s gone, that’s gone.’ 
The crowd was beginning to return. Tlie curtain bell had 

nmg. 

‘Anyway, I’m enjoying life.’ Suddenly he looked around 
and said, ‘Say, I’ve got to run. Yvonne will send them out 
looking for me.’ 

‘Wait a minute, what’s your idea of who runs things?’ said 
Leventhal. But he heard Mary’s voice at his back. Allbee ran 
in and sprang up the stairs. The bell continued its dinning, 
and Leventhal and Mary were still in the aisle when the 
house lights went off. An usher showed them to their seats. 
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